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•  THE 


Lord  High  Steward  of  His  Majefties 
Houfhold,  Knight  of  the  Noble  Or¬ 
der  of  the  Garter,  and  one  of  His 


Honourable  -Privy 


May  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 

T  Hough  the  Prefumption  I  might  have  been  guilty  of  in  this 
Dedication)  ■  is  fomewhat  excufed  in  your  Graces  Permifl 
fion ;  yet  the  meannefs  of  this  Trifle ,  infufes  a  fecret 
Jhame  into  me ,  when  I  confider  how  ill  a  Prefent  1  have 
made  to  a  Perfon  of  fuch  eminent  Merit  and  Grandeur ,  whofe  Omi  * 
ging,  and  not  to  be  ex  am  pled  Clemency ,  induces’  him  to  Patronize 
a  Piece  that  rather  dimini fhes,  than  brings  the  leaf  addition  to 
■  his  Fame .  Had  it  been  an  Heroick  Poem,  I  might  have  open'd 
my  eyes  with  greater  affurance,  and  cherifh' d  my  ambitious  t  houghts 
with  the  refolution  of  honouring  fome  happy  Heroe  with  your  Graces 
Illuftrious  Charatler9  and fo  under  pretence  of  a  fiend er  merit  fp  ring¬ 
ing  from  the  Work ,  haveinfinuated my  f elf  into  your  Favour.  But 
whereas  other  Authors  are  happy  in  this  particular ,  how  little  have 
I  to  boafl  of  -  when  all  I  can  fay  in  my  defence ,  is,  That  its  only  ■ 
good  Fortune  was,'  in  being  the  Suhjeft  of  the  Courts  Diverflon, 
where  their  Noble  Clememcy  and  Good  Nature  were  extreamly  re - 
quifite ,  in  covering  its  defeats  from  the  too  Cenforious  >  His  Ma- 
jefly  according  to  his  accuftomed  Royal  and  Excellent  Temper ,  was 

A  z.  pleas'd 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory 


pleas  d  to  defcend  fo  far ,  as  to  give  it  a  particular  Applaufe ,  which 
was  feconded  If  your  Grace ,  little  con  ft  dering,  my  Lord,  the  Pride 
a  young  Author  might  be  htfelled  with ,  in  feeing  his  Play  honour  d 
- with  fo  dignified  an  Approbation .  But  when  1  had  the  honour  to 
wait  upon  you ,  and  faw  /fining  in  all  your  All  ions  the  glorious 
Beams  of  Humility,  Gourtefie ,  true  Honour  and  Virtue,  Perfelti* 
ons  feldom  feen  in  Great  Men,  ’tis  impofftble  for  me  to  decipher 
my  thoughts,  nor  had  J  Power  to  utter  them ;  Jor  my  Minds  fur  prime 
added  to  the  imperfettion  of  my  Speech ,  though  1  had  leifure  to 
confider  how  defpicable  a  thing  is  Pride ,  when  fuppreft  by  the  pious 
Inclinations  of  a  generous  Virtue .  Pardon  me,  .my  Lord ,  if  the 
indefatigable  Zeal  I  owe  your  Grace ,  makes  me  wander  from  the 
nicer  Rules  of  Dedication ;  And  l  b  feech  you  believe ,  that  as  to 
admire  you,  I  never  can  enough,  fo  to  flatter  you,  is  far  beyond  my 
power,  you  being  far  above  it ;  I  have  morereafon  to  beg  your  Par* 
don  for  this  Trejpafs,  than  to  incur  your  Anger  for  another  Defaults 
A  Buffoon, tho'  he  may  be  often  fil'd  the  /port  and  diverfion  of  Prin¬ 
ces,  would  very  ill  become  the  Name  of  their  Companion .  And  fo 
this  Play ,  though  it  had  the  Fortune  to  pleafe  you  as  Spell  at  or,  mufl 
needs  llufh  at  its  infuffictency  fbeing  receiv'd  as  a  Bofom  Friend.  Con- 
ftfjion  (my  Lord)  makes  an  abatement  of  the  Crime ,  and  to  make 
'  it  wholly  pardonable,  the  rejl  muft  be  ir/ipos  d  upon  your' Graces  Cle¬ 
mency  that  authoriz'd  my  Boldnefs ;  the  Clemency  that  drew  pie 
from  a  melancholy  Retirement ,  where  Content  and  I  were  often 
quarrelling  about  a  /lender  Fortune,  to  vifit  thejblifsful  Habit  at  ion  of 
Virtue  and  Grandeur .  Birds  fing  moft  fweetly  that  fit  in  the  Sun¬ 
beams;  and 'tis,  Iconfefs,  the  Natural  Ambition  of  moft  Poets,  to 
jhelter  themfelves  under  the  Wings  of  Nobility ,  Encouragement  ad¬ 
ding  more  fweetnefs  to  their  Pens,  and  more  vivacity  to  their  Fancy* 
But  to  ftudy  to  deferve  the  Blejftngs  of  your  Favour ,  Jh  all  be  ever  the 
qreat  and  foie  Ambition  of. 


MY  LORD, 

Your  Graces  moft  humble, 


and  moft  devoted  Servant, 


DR  AMRTIS  PERSON  AS. 


Lord  Betlamore .  Mr.  Betterton . 
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Manley  Friend  to  BeUam.  Mr.  Smith. 


Sir  Arthur  Old  love,  an 
Antiquary. 


^Mr.  Sandford. 


0^JS&S!“  }MUkamm 


falhion’d  bluntFellow. 


Z.echiel.\„  _  , 

Toly.  Pons  t0  Ttlbur!>' 


Mr.  Anthony  Leigh. 
Mr. " 


'  '  0 

Old  Jollyman. 


Mr.  Vnderbitt* 


Harry  $  on  to  Jolly  man. 
Flailc,  Servant  to  Tillury. 


Mr.  Jevan. 


Mr.  Richards. 


Dorr  el,  alias  Friendlove. 


Mr,  Norris . 


women. 


Madam  Fickle. 


Mrs.  Mary  Lee. 


drift  ant  ia> Daughter  to 
Sir  Arthur. 


^Mrs.  Barrer. 


Arlella. 


Mr.  Gills. 


Silvia  Attendant  to  Fickle .  Mrs.  N upper. 

Three  Wenches • 


Conftalle 7  Watch ,  Footmen,  Maskers ,  Mufit toners, 

and  Attendants. 
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Coven  t-Garden 


Prologue,  by  Mr.  Smith 

FAncy  ami  Sence,  the  glorious  Twins  of  Wit , 

That  us’d  t’imhelijh  what  a  Poet  writ , 

Are  now  as  poor  and  defpicalle  grown. 

As  an  old  wrinkled  Trader  of  the  Town , 

With  hollow  Byes ,  no  Teeth,  and  tatter  d Gown; 

Like  her  they  are  neglelted  ly  you  Wits , 

And  fore  d  to  trade  with  Country  Squires  and  Citst 
Who  with  their  Eighteen- pence  uphold  the  Stage , 

Which  you  would  ruine  with  your  Critick  Rage  : 

By  Heaven,  Sirs,  it  is  a  Cur  fed  Age . 

Too  late  3tis  now  for  Poets  to  get  Fame , 

Their  Works  are  only  fit  for  you  to  Dam. 

They  toil ,  7 1 is  true ,  but  gain ,  inflead  of  Praife, 
Malignant  Cenfures;  Thorns,  inflead  of  Bayes . 

The  great  Cabal  fo  partial  d*  appear. 

An  Authors  Wit  lies  buried  in  his  Fear. 

And  as  a  Painter  in  his  skill  grown  nice, 

Still  mends  and  mends,  till  he  has  fp oil'd  the  Piece  • 
So  too  much  care  in  flriving  to  effay 
New  Scenes  of  Wit,  oft  ruines  a  good  Play. 

The  Fall  ions  Club  are  Mercilefs  of  late. 

Carping,  Illnaturd ,  and  Degenerate  ; 

Sifting  fo  much  to  find  each  little  Fault, 

They  lofe  their  left  diver fion  in  their  Thought. 

And1  though  facetious  Plays,  and  the  learned  Pit , 
When  Colledges  have  faild,  have  taught  them  Wit ; 
The  St  age  Sm  Ruine  unconcern  d  you  fee. 

And  D am  Original  of  Gallantry. 

Shod d  we  leave  off,  then  we  fhould  hear  you  fa\ 

Dam 'em,  what  Drones  are  thefe,  why  don l  they 
7 Sblud,  I Jhall  never  leave  this  Wenching  vein, 

Jack,  my  laft  flinging  Clap's  broke  out  agen . 

And  if  we  do  Play  - ,  •then  your  Ceffure,  raife,  » 

And  to  encourage  us.  Dam  all  ' our  Plays ; 

Nothing  will  pleafe,  1  wonder  what  a  Devil 
Makes  Men  of  Wit  fi> formally  uncivil? 

But  fince  ’tis  fo,  andyfou  tlhM.  Cruel  prow*  % 

We  mufl  appeal  tour  Fnends^ at  fit  above  ? 

Whole  wife  indifferent  Ccnfure$$gra&:  a  Pin:, 

As  'Squibs And  Crackers.  Lord  Mayors  Day 


OR,  THE 


Falfe  One 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  JolJyman  and  Harry. 


Jott. 


S' 


Irrah  !  Not  a  Penny:  I  fay  ’tis  loll  upon  thee. 

Bar.  I  fay- — How,  Sir  I 

_  Jol .  H6w,  Sir?  Pie  tell  you.  Sir — Firfl  thou  art  a  Melan¬ 
choly  Fellow,  a  kind  of  Hypocondriack,  as  I  am  told,  and  inftead  of 
making,  fpoil’ft  good  Company. 

Bar.  Plfh:  Good  Sir,  believe  it  not. 

Jol.  Secondly:  Sirrah,  thou  haft  quite  forgot  to  ling,  a  Quality  that 
was  Hereditary,,  a  Benefit  that  has  grac’d  our  Family  for  above  thefe 
twenty  Years ;  and  like  a  Varlet  thou  haft  neglected  it. 

Bar.  Not  1  P faith,  Sir!  You  are  mif-in form’d.  1  am  not  melan¬ 
choly,  nor  any  thing  of  that  which  you  imagine.  I  can  fing  too, 
loudly,  and  for  the  Benefit  of  Company.  ’Tis  true.  Sir,  want  of 
Money- - 

Joll.  Sirrah,  Sirrah,  a  lie  deferves  a  Cudgel.  Do  not  vex  me.  lids- 
bores,  did  I  not  fee  you  yefterday  ztSlr  Arthur  OMlove'Si  holding  your 

hands  up  thus - conning  your  Leflon  ?  what  bufinefs  can  you  have 

with  Antiquaries,  except  it  b^;  to  practice  difobedience,  or  turn  Pre- 
cifianto  difgrace thy  Family?1  7  ^ 

Harr.  Why,  Sir,  Pie  tea  you  what. 

Joll .  No,  Sir,  you  need  nbt  ^ 

I  know  the  trick  already.  Speed  the  Plough,  Sir. 

Alas !  What  Ihould  you  do  with  Money  ?  To  you.  that  negleft  the 
Worlds — Money’s  a  Torment.  I  have  confider’d  it— -and  will  not 

.  tempt  you - Money  was  made  for  thofe  that  laugh,  and  drink  with  . 

appetite,  whofe  merry  Soills— put  Padlocks  on  dull  Confciepce,  and 
live  the  life  of  fence  cum  PrivileriQ.'  Barn 


i  MADAM  FlCKLE0bt, 

Harr.  1  will  excel  in  Mirth,  Sir.  , Every  day  (hall  give  you  proof 
each  hour  variety,  your  Houfe  (hall  ring  with  (hours  of  Joy  and  Mu- 
fick  :  I  long  have  wifh*d  it  fo :  But  (till  the  duty,  the  referved  Reve¬ 
rence  that  1  bore  you.  Sir,  made  me  forbear - But  (ince  you’lhavs 

it  otherwife,  it  meets  my  wifhes  fully. 

Joll.  And  mine  too,  Sir.  And  a  pox  on  Reverence  I  fay,  an  Ounce 

of  true  Englift  Mirth  is  worth  a  Pound  on*E :  But  this-Antiquary _ . 

What  Bufinels  had  you  there.  Sir  ?  anfwer  me  that. 

Harr .  Sir,  there  is  a  rich  Widow  lodges  at  his  Houfe,  one  to  whom 
my  private  inclinations  have  been  long  devoted  7  and  by  feigning  an 
Aufterity  yefterday  in  Sir  Arthur's  Company,  1  gotaccefs  to  her. 

Joll.  Is  file  merry,  can  (he  fing? 

Harr.  To  a  Miracle,  Sir.  She’s  extreamly  Mufcal:  Plays  o’th’ 
Guittar,  and  tells  a  Story  with  the  bed  Grace  i  ever  faw. 

Joll.  ’Sbud  a  fine  Woman :  I  warrant  her.  Hang  pinching*,  Harry 
tbou  (halt  have  her. 

Harr .  She’s  very  refer v’d,  but  withallufes  a  medeft  freedom  that’s 
infinitely  taking. 

Joll.  Udsbores!  1  like  it  well,  a  merry  Modefly,  and  an-unftain’d 
Integrity  add  much  to  Feminine  Capacities:  Let  the  World  rub  Har¬ 
ry— 1  fay  thou  flialt  have  her.  There,  there’s  Money  for  thee 
Nay  if  thou  wertthere  upon  defign,’tis  another  matter,I  muft  allow  that. 
When  I  was  a  young  Man  I  was  the  belt  at  a  defign :  Ah,  I  could  ha’ 
gone  through  fticch  i’faith :  But  come,  hang  pinching- — Harry  thou 
(halt  have  her. 

SONG. 

Away  with  the  Canfes  of  Richer  and  Cares , 

That  poifonour  Spirts,  and  Jhomn  our  Tears : 

No  pleafure  can  be^  -  . 

In  ft  ate  or  degiee  .  ’  « 

But'tis  mingl'd  with  Tro .  bks  and  Fears 
Then  perijh  all  Fops  by  a  Sobriety  lull’d, 

Whilft  he  that  is  merry  reigns  Print  of  the  World. 

The  Querks  of  the  Zealous  of  Beauty  or  Wit, 

Tho1  fupported  by  Power ,  at  laft  mfy  pubmit.  <■ 

For  he  that  is  jaa 
Grows  wretched  or  mt  a, 

Whilft  Mirth  tik$  a  Monar  i  does  fit : 

It  cherifhes  life  in  the  Old  and  the  Tpwg, 
jflnd  makis  every  day  be  both  happy  and  long. 

Joll.  By  Heav’a  a  rare  Woman,  a  moft^Diyine  Creature.  Sirrah 
there’s  more  Money,  and  do  but  wheedle  dexteroufly.  Do  bnt  eet  . 
this  Woman,  and  then  bang  pinching,  let  World  rub  6 

Harr.  1’le  warrant  yon,  Sir.  So,  I  have  open’d  his  Purfe  at  laft » 
How  now,  who’s  this?  >  ; 
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The  Witty  Falfe  One. 

Enter  Tilbury  arid  Toby. 

Joll.  Hoh!  My  old  Friend  and  Fellow-Collegian  Mr.  Tilbury 
1 ’faith  I  am  glad  to  fee  you.  This  was  good  luck  to  meet  you  here  after 
fo  long  abfence.  Pray  how  fare  all  our  old  Friends  in  Salisbury  / 

Tilb.  In  health.  Sir  •,  hard  labour,  plain  Diet,  and  Hearts  Eafe,  are 

(till  the  beft  Phyficians.  All  well — -All  well - - 

Joll,  Why  let  the ‘World  rub:  i  am  glad  on’t  i’faich.  This  is  your 
Son,  l  think,  Mr.  Tilbury . 

Tilb .  One  of  ’em.  Sir.  Toby - your  Hat..  T’other  hand,  Sirra  ! 

Well,  this  Boy  will  neverfearn  breeding. 

Joll.  Oh  Pie  warrant  you.  Sir,  here  he’ll  foon  learn  that ;  a  very 
hopeful  youth  indeed - 

Tilb .  Ay,  ay,  God  fend  him  Grace,  Sir,  he  may  do  well  enough! 
What  Mr.  Harry  l  By  Coxbodikips  l  did  not  know  you.  You  are 
gt*owna  lufty  Tripling  fince  1  faw  youlaft:  Ah~~Lord,  how  time 
pafles!  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you.  Good  Mr.  Harry .  ’Sbud  he 
iproufes  up  finely— I  hope  your  Mother’s  well,  Mr.  Harry . 
jTarr.  Very  well,  Sir. 

Tilb.  Still  twirling  your  Hat,  and  fquezing  your  Gloves.  [To  Toby. 
Sirra  leave  that  trick>  or  by  St.  Jago  Pie  lame  thee.  I  wonder  when 
you  fee  Mr,  Harry  in  fucfi  a  pofture — * 

Joll.  Oh  give  him  a  little  time.  Sir,  he  is  not  yet  wean’d  from  the 
Country. 

Tilb .  No,  no,  my  Cudgel  fhall  wean  him.  Good,  Sir,  let  me  go : 

Sirra,  Sirra,1 - Have  I  not  told  you  of  this  ? 

Joll.  He’l  mend  it  quickly,  Sir.  Pray — have  a  little  patience,  and 
felting  this  aparc,whac  bufinefs  brought  you  to  Town, good  Nlx-Tilbury  ? 

Tilb.  Why,  Sir,  1  have  a  Suit  of  Law  depending  here  Pth’  Chancery , 
which  I  am  refolv’d  to  make  an  end  of  }  a  id  my  next  bufinefs  is,  1  in¬ 
tend  to  marry  both  my  Sons  to  two  ’Fortunes,  which  are  here  provi¬ 
ded  for  ’em. 

joll.  Both!  Why,  have  yo&another  ion  ? 

Tilb.  Another!  Yes,  Zechiel.  Did  you  never  here  of  Zechiel  ?  H’as 
been  a  Student  in  the  Temple  >  this  three  years,  another-guefs  fellow 
than  this,  1  allure  you,  all  Air  and  Spirit  he— -’Sbodikins,  I  am  toid 
in  the  Country  there’s  not  a  true  Wit  in  all  the  Fraternity  but  he. 

Joll.  Why  then  hang  pinching}  he’s  a  brave  Fellow.  Comer  Sir, 
here’s  a  Glafs  of  excellent  old  Hock  here  at  Longs.  Pie  give  you  your 

welcome  to  Town.  - 

Tilb.  Old  Hock!  what  a  Dickins  is  that?  Sir,  a  Difh  of  Racy  Ca¬ 
nary  if  youpleafe,  1  am  for  no  Hocks!  ’Sbodikins,  Wine  was  never 
<?ood  fmce  it  has  been  corrupted  with  fuch  barbarous  notions. 

joll.  Well,  Sir,  i’ie  warrant  you  Pie  pleafe  you.  .  / 

Tilb. sirrah,  walk  you  yonder  in  the  (what  d’e  call  ’emsj  th zTia*.- 
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za\  and  if  Flaile  my  man  come,  direft  him  hither:  and  d’e  hear, 

leave  that  freaking  Dog-look  of  yours,  or  by  St.Jago - well, - 

I  fay  no  more  for  this  time-  Do’nt  provoke  me.  [ Ex .  Till.  JolL 

Tob.  What  a  peevilh/old  fellow ’us?  Sure  he  has  been  Hung  with  a 
Wafp  to  day - He’s  fo  fretful - -But  Udlhalh,  Pie  not  be  con¬ 

trolled  fo,  and  lb  l’le  tell  him  when  time  ferves. 

Harr.  Faith,  Sir,  he’s  a  little  too  fevere  :  Why  he  ufes  you  like  a 
xneer  Child. 

Tob.  Ay- — like  an  Infant — huh - becaufe  he’s  old,  he  thinks  no 

body  has  breeding  but  himfelf  ;  but  Udlhalh - -in  Saltsbnry  1  allure 

you  I  pafs  for  the  more  accompiifli’d  perfonf 

Har.  Without  doubt.  Sir,  he  were  an  arrant  Coxcomb  that  wou’d 
difpute  that - why,  you  have  a  good  prefence. 

Tob.  Yes?  thank  a  goodNurfe:  l  am  pretty  well  fortified  by  Na¬ 
ture,  and  yet  every  thing  1  do,  he  forfooth  mifiikes,  as  if  1  were  a 
Fool,  and  knew. not  how  to  carry  my  felf :  Udlhalh,  1  wonder  he  has 
no  more  Civility- - - 

Harr.  O  Sir  /  Old  Men  that  have  the  prerogative  of  being  Fathers, 
think  it  but  decent  to  ufe  that  liberty :  But  fetting  afide  this  difc.ourfe  \ 
Mr.  Tobyy  may  not  my  Ambition  defire  the  fatisfa&ion  of  knowing  ihe 
name  of  this  excellent  perfon  you  are  to  marry. 

Tob.  Why  Sir — to  tell  you  the  Truth  of  the  bufinefs,  I  don’c  know 
her  name  my  felf;  for  1  never  faw  her  ’yet  For  the  old  Fool  my  Fa¬ 
ther  carries  matters  fo  clofely,  that  1  can  never  know  any  thing:  But 
by  Jeroboam  Pie  fit  him*.  For  if  1  marry  without  good  pre-meditation, 

1  am  the  Son  of  an  Eaft-India  Bagpiper;  and  fo  Udlhalh  ITe  tell  him. 

Harr.  Marry  a  ftranger,  and  one  you  never  faw  ?  By  Heaven  ’tis 
unreafonable. 

Tob .  Udlhalh  /  He’s  the  moft  unreafonable  Curmudgeon  you  ever 

knew - Pth’  Winter  he  will  not  let  me  come  near  the  fire  for  fear  of 

catching  Chil-blanes. 

Har,  Not  warm  your  felf — - 

Tob.  No :  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ?  But  Zooks  1  fitted  him  once 
far  1  burnt  a  whole  Stack  of  Hay  down*to  the  ground  on  that  occalion, 
and  warm’d  my  felf  in  fpight  of  him. 

Harr.  Ha,  ha,  ha,-«~a  Witty  invention,  by  my  life ;  but  Mr.  Toby, 
1  fuppofe  you  know  what  Quality  Hie  that  mult  be  your  Wife  is  ? 

Tob.  Yes,  yes :  She’s  of  very  good  Quality,  and  a  Widow,  and  very 
rich  I  am  told. 

Harr.  A  Widow,  Sir?  ’Sdeath  if  it  fhould  be  my  Miftrefs— 

Tob.  As  to  her  conditions,  1  am  ignorant  of  ’em  ;  but  tney  had  need 
be  good  *,  for  1  have  mifs’d  many  a  wealthy  Match  for  her  fake. 

Harr.  Certainly,  Sir,  I’ve  the  honour  to  know  this  Lady ;  pray 
where  does  Ihe  lodge  ? 

Tob.  D’e  know  her  ?  I’m  glad  o’chat  i’fahfe  You  may  do  me  a  great 
kindhefs  in  telling  me  fnme  of  her  Conditions — Whv  cir  We***' 
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here  in  Bridges -Jlreet  at  the  Houfe  of  Sir  Arthur  Oldlove  the  fam’d  An¬ 
tiquary. 

Harr.  The  fame,  by  Heaven.  ’Sdeath,  was  everfuch  luck  ?  Sir,  1  was 
involv’d  in  a  miftake,  1  thought  (he  had  beema  Lady  of  my  acquain¬ 
tance  :  But,  good  Sir,  how  came  this  Match  fo  forward,  (ince  you  fay 
lhe’s  a  ftranger  to  you?  ' 

Tab.  Why,  Sir !  You  muft  know  this  fame  Sir  Arthur  is  my  Fathers 
intimate  frieoa,  and  this  Widow  lodging  at  his  houfe,  he  prefently 
gave  notice  of  it :  Telling  him,  he  doubted  not  but  he  could  make  her  a 
Match  for  me.  But  the  main  Caufeof  his  kindnefs  is,  becaufe  he  dc~ 
figns  my  Brother  Zechitl  to  marry  his  Daughter. 

Hart  Very  good— now  have  I  an  itching  mind  to  fwinge  this  £ Afide, 
Rafcal :  But  ’tis  fo  notorious  a  Fool,  that  a  beating  is  loft  upon  him. 
Then  you  Ye  refolv’d  to  marry  — — 

Tob .  Yes !  Hang’c  1  will  marry — 1  fancy  there’s  a  great  deal  of 
pleafure  in’t.  Firft  to  command  a  Family,  and  (it  at  the  upper  end  of 
the  Table.  Then  to  make  my  Wife  ferve  inftead  of  a  Falkt  de  Cbambre , 
and  never  pay  her  no  Wages  neither :  Then  to  command  her  this  way* 
that  way,  t’other  way,  and  every  way  *,  for  this  thing,  that  thing, 
t’other  thing,  and  every  thing:  lldfhafh  ’cis  very  pretty- - 

Harr .  But,  Sir,  you  ftill  mifs  the  right  end  of  Marriage; 

Tob.  That’s  all  one,  Sir— — why  we  muft  take  our  Fortune.  ’Tis  as 
the  Fates  decree — — 

Harr.  Gad  the  Fates  are  very  uncivil  to  meddle  in  a  matter  that  (o 
nearly  concerns  you.  But  Sir !  there  is  one  thing  more  j  there’s  a  cer¬ 
tain  ill  Fate  attends  Marriage — Horns,  Sir  j  are  you  not  afraid  of  be¬ 
ing  a  Cuckold  ? 

Tob .  A  Cuckold !  ha,  ha,  ha - 1  fee  he’s  a  little  foolifii - a  Cuck¬ 

old,  Sir,  Udfhafh — in  Salisbury  they  know  not  what  it  means.  ’Tis 
your  London  Air  that  breeds  Cuckolds:  Here’s  your  horny  Forreft— 
But  lld(ha(h,  they  fay  here  a  Courtier  can’t  walk  the  ftreets  without 
being  perpetually  troubled  in  returning  the  Complements  to  fome  of 
his  Cuckolds:  Befides,  they’re  fo  general  a  Society  here,  that  no  body 
minds  ’em— but  in  Salisbury— if  a  man  is  fufpedted  to  be  a  Cuckold, 
he  prefently  gets  into  Office,  either  cf  Conftable,  or  head  Church- war¬ 
den,  that  his  degree  may  recover. his  difgrace - Nay  for  better  fecu- 

rity,  fome  of  ’em  padlock  their  Wives :  And  lldfhaih  that  is  certainly 
.the  fafeft  way  ?  and  1  wonder  the  Citizens  here  don’s  take  it  into* 
Confideration.  *  ~  - 

Harr .  Get  one  of  the  Common  Council  to  petition  the  King  for 
a  i  Adt  of  Parliament  to  that  purpofe. 

Tob.  ’Tmay  beneceflary  as  things  ftand  fometimes— — But  fee  het* 
comes  Flaile :  lldfhafh  my  Brother  too,  n^w  for  a  peal  of  Wit. 

Enter  Zechiel  andE\z\\t. 

Zech.  Hah  Toby - Beangarfon  touch  Flefh,  touch  Flefh:  Welcome 

to  Town  i’faith- — -upon  honour  thou  lookft  well*  only  thy  Clothes  a 

Bz  little 
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little  difguife  thee ;  but  no  matter,  where’s  my  Father,  hah’ — Bandog 
and  1  have  been  feeking  him  this  hour,  prithee  where  is  he  ? 

Tub.  Gone  to  the  Tavern  with  an  old  Friend  of  his. 

Zech.  Come !  Let  us  go  thither  too  ^  Upon  honour  the  Tavern’s  a 
Tweet  place,  and  next  to  the  Play-houfe,  the  molt  becoming  a  Gentle¬ 
man  of  any  thing- — ^Sir,  lkifs  your  hand,  and  beg  your  ffTo*Harry. 
Pardon  for  negleft  in  Salutation :  But  my  Eyes  being  ferenely  fix’d  up¬ 
on  my  Brother,  there  happen’d  an  accidental  Ecliple  between  my  impri- 
fon’d  Afpedt,  and,  Sir,  your  Perfon:  But  the  Luminaries  of  my  Soul 
being  kindled  by  difcreti<*n,  1  have  now  liberty,  to  acknowledge  and 
amend  iny  fault  committed  in  point  of  Demeanour. 

Tob.  What!  What’s  all  this  ?  Udfhafh  ZechiePs  madr— — — 

Harr.  Sir !  1  am  very  unskilful  in  a  Repartee  of  this  nature,  and 
therefore  b.g  your  excufes,  if  all  1  can  fay  is,  that  your  wit  had  mo 
occafion  for  half  this  Apology. 

Zech.  Sir,  your  very  Servant.  Toby ,  Come  let’s  to  the  Tavern, 
npon  honour  l’le  make  thee  drunk  to  night,  give  me  thy  hand.  What 

dull  — —flat - like  a  Poet  in  a  Church,  prithee  hold  up  thy  head  and 

laugh  Man,  and  let  ns  fing,  and  roar,  and  drink  away  the  night  like 
Sons  of  Thunder,  to  morrow  will  be  time  enough  to  fe**  my  Father. 
Hey,  come  along,  Boy.  -^Bandog,  Sirrah,  you  (hail  go  too.  You  (hail 
drink  Bumpers  out  of  your  Cultard-Cap,  you  Rogue,  and  be  drunk  for 
the  honour  of  your  Country-  - - - -  [Strikes  o/Tlaiies  Hat. 

Tob.  Yes,  yes!  He’s  mad - — 

.  FUtl.  ’Slid  !  For  ought  1  fee  you  need  no  Wine:.,  prating  will  in  a 
ihort  time  make  you  too  drunk  for  any  civil  Mans  Company. 

Zech .  Well  Paid  P lough (h ar e  :  Why  how-  now  Bully  \  itill  in  thy 
Dumps’  not  a  word  to  fave  a  Mans  longing  ?  [  To  Toby. 

Prithee  look  up  and  fpeak  like  a  Man  of  W&rfhip:  ’Sdeath  1  mutt 
new  mould  you  e’re  we  part:  1  perceive  that  you’l  degenerate  elfe  : 
Upon  Honour  he’s  no  kin  to  me  that  is  not  as  brisk  as  a  Dancing  Matter.. 
Give  me  the  Spirit  of  Conversation,  a  Man  that  fings,  and  talks,  and 
laughs,  and  flares - and  comes  aloft  thus  with  agility,  hah—  [Faults. 

Harf  Like  a  Taylor  o’re  a  Wafhing- block :  Well,  1  mutt  leave 

’em ;  for  the  Difeafe  of  Folly  is  as  catching  as  that  of  the  Plague. - 

Gentlemen  your  Servant/ V 

Zech.  Ah  Sir,  you  will  not  leave  us:  Shall  we  not  break  a  jell  toge¬ 
ther  orre  a  Glafs  of  Burgundy  !  Upon  honour  a  Man  of  Wit  is  to  me 
as  welcome  as  a  Beautiful  Woman.  Tobyy  addrefs  your  felf  to  the 
Gentleman  your  Friend. 

Tob.  Sir!  the  Truth  is,  my  Brother’s  a  little  off  o’th’  Hooks ;  but 
’twill  quickly  away — -’Tis  only  the  over-flows  of  Wit.  You  know 
the  old  faying.  Sine  diqna  Dementia  nullns  Phctbus]  This  Wit  is  plaguy 
troublefome. 

Harr.  Right  Sir.  Therefore  to  prevent,  Tie  take  my  leave  till 
fome  other  time.  [Exit  Harry. 

Zech* 
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Zech .  Is  he  gone  ?  Dam  him  he  has  no  Mony  now,  not  a  foufe 
I  know  it.  Upon  honour,  in  this  age  a  Man  knows  npt  who  t;o  bellow 
his  Gallantry  upon :  If  He  gets  among  Perfons  of  Quality,  they  are  fo 
Critical,  that  he  has  not  matter  enough  to  work  on :  If  amongfl  the 
Vulgar  \  ’tis  loft  upon  ’em  5  for  the  fenfe  of  paying  a  Reckoning*  makes 
them,  as  dull  as  a  Cantabrigian  newly  enter’d  into  Orders. 

Flail.  Ay,  this  London's  a  wicked  Place,  that’s  the  Truth  on’t. 
Che’  have  gone  3  mile  about,  and  ean  hardly  fee  ought  but  Ale-houfen 
and  Taber  ns. 

Tob .  Nay,  the  worft  is,  one  can  hardly  know  a  Church  from  a  Ta¬ 
vern,  but  only  the  Church  has  ne’re  a  Sign. 

Zech.  A  good  Obfervation  !  Gad  i’Le  pinch  thee  for  that.  Pinch  him 
Bandog ,  leave  your  Church  you  Dog,  and  execute  my  Mandates.  Ha, 
ha,  ha.  | [Kicks  dfyfy  his  Staff,  he  falls  down, 

Tob.  Ha>  ha,^ha,  up  agai nFlaile^  there’s  no  harm  done.  Udfhafhd 
Zechief s  grown  an  arch  wag. 

Flail.  Arch  quoth  a!  ’Slid  he  has  broke  my  Nofe - D’e  laugh? 

Ah  you  may  be  afham’d  o’  your  Actions.  Your  Worlhipful  Father 
wou’d  ne’r  ha7  ferv’d  me  zo.  • 

Zech.  Nay!  No  anger  Flaile !  No  anger  !  What’s  a  fall  to  a  Man 
o’ thy  parts-,  Upon  honour  ’tis  cuftomary  here  to  give  or  take  a  fail 
from  any  Man,  efpecially  amongfl  Friends.  • 

'  Lord  Bellamore,  Mr.  Manly,  and  Footmen  pafs  ovef  the  Stage. 

Bella.  Sirrah  take  this  Letter,  and  do  as  l  command  you,  away - - 

you  fhall  find  me  in  the  Mall - -  [Ex.  Footman. 

Com  z  Manly,  let’s  away - how  now?  Who’s  here?  My  Fop  of 

the  Temple^  Jacj^f  This  is  he  1  told  thee  of.  1  won  300  Guineys  of 
y  him  t’other  night  at  Back-gammon. 

Manl.  ’Twas  well  you  won ’em  :  They  might  elfe  have  been  thrown 
away  upon  one  of  far  left  merit ^  for  1  fee  he  has  a  kind  of  a  lofing 
Face - he’Tne’r  thrive  at  play. 

Zech.  My  Noble  Lord  !  I  kifs  your  Lordfhips  great  Toe.  Worthy, 
Sir,  your  Adorer.  Upon  honour  my  Lord  you  had*he  moft  Vi&orious 
Chance  t’other  night  1  ever  knew:  Bus  fince  it  was  my  Fortune  to 
lofe,  Fate  did  me  a  great  honour  in  clfbofing  your  Lordlhip  for  my 
Gonquerour. 

Bella .  Sir !  the  moft  worthy  are  ftill  more  fubjedt  to  ill  chance,  and 
’tis  as  abfolutely  impoffible  for  me  toexcufe  my  own  good  Fortune,  as 
.  to  enlarge  upon  your  Meries. 

Zech.  Ah !  Your  Lordlhip  o’rewhelms  me  in  the  deluge  of  your  Gal¬ 
lantries.  Be  pleas’d  to  knew  my  Brother,  my  Lord.  ’Tis  true,  he’s 
meanly  apparel’d,  becaufe  newly  come  from  the  Bldling  of  1500  a  year 

in  the  Country,  to  fpend  a  Month  or  two  in  Town- - but  elfe  upon 

honour  of  ‘a  good  ftature,  ftraight  back,  and  a  Head  of  moft  hopefu 

expeaation.  ••  Bella 
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Bella.  He  feems  no  lefs,  Sir.  I  wifh  1  had  leifure  to  comment  upon 
his  perfe&fons. 

Zecb.  Then  here’s  my  Bandog,  a  tough  Rafcal,  a  Fellow  of  fo  ftrange 
Conftitution,that ’thasbeen  often  difputed  which  was  the  better  breed, 
e  or  his  Oxen !  Upon  honour  a  fecond  Hobfon  my  Lord  an  everlaft- 
ng  Plough  jhare — do  but  view  him!  Stand  forth  O  Man  of  Motley  ! 
Ha,  ha,  ha - he  blufhes  upon  honour,  he  changes  Countenance. 

Manl.  Not  for  a  wdrfe  1  hope. 

Bella .  No,  not  unlefs  he  (hould  fteal  one  off  the  Poles  at  London 
Bridge.  But  come.  Prithee  let’s  away  :  Such  another  defeription 
would  induce  me  to  beat  this  Fellow  for  fpoiling  my  Stomach  to  my 
Dinner -  C  A  fide. 

Zech .  What’s  that?  Dinner/  Will  your  Lordlhip  dine  with  me? 
a  difh  of  Partridges,  and  a  Joul  of  Salmon  (my  Lord.) 

Bella.  But  your  fauce  is feur vy,  and  will  doubtlefs  corrode  upon  ray 
Nature. 

Zech ,  Gad !  the  beft  fauce  in  the  World.  This  Fellow  was  Cook 
to  the  King  of  France,  and  upon  honour  is  the  moft  ingenious  in  his* 
Function  of  any.  Man  in  Chriftendom. 

Manl.  But,  Sir,  our  intrigue  lies  another  way. 

Bella.  Sir,  wearetoday  Menof  great  bufinefs,  and  there  is  a  preffing 
Affair  that requires  inftant  performance.  Therefore  adieu.  [£*.  Bel.  Ma. 

Zech .  This  is  the  bane  of  our  Nobility.  Pride - Sloth,  and  ill 

Manners  undoes  the  Nation. 

Tob.  A  Lord  quotha!  If  all  Lords  have  no  more  breeding  than 
this,  the  Nation  is  like  to  have  a  hopeful  Houfe  of  Peers.  Udfhalh  1 
could  have  carried  matters  better  than  fo  my  felf— For  with  reverence 
be  it  fpoken,  and  under  the  Rofe,  my  Lord  was  as  unmannerly  a  Fel¬ 
low  as  1  ever  faw. 

Flail.  Ha,  ha,  ha— -he  a  Noble  Man,  and  pun&ilio  no  better.  - 
By  th’Mafs  the  Major  of  our  Town  has  more  manners  by  half. 

Zech.  Plhaw — What’s  matter  ?  Let  ’em  go,  upon  honour  1  fcorn 
their  ignorance,  and  to  let  ’em  fee  the  Power  of  a  Man  of  Wit :  Thou 
and  1  will  Lampoon  ’em.  1’le  teach  thee  within  this  three  days  to  be  a 
Man  of  Mode;  and  thou  (halt  talk,  and  roar,  and  fight, and  ling, even 
with  the  beft,  nay  Cocks  of  all  the  Bullies.  1’le  teach  thee  the  moft 
new  and  dextrous  way  of  picking  Wenches  up.  Then  thou  (halt 
know  their  tempers,  conftitutions:  Whether  they  are  i’th’  Boat  or 
may  be  Boarded.  Thou  fiialt  know  every  thing  Boy.  I’le  be  a  true 
Brother  to  thee. 

Tob.  Hoy  Boys,  then  I’ie  warrant  Pie  learn  quickly  :  Nay  Udlhafh— 
I’m  very  quick  at  any  thing  1  give  my  mind  to. 

Zech.  No, more  blowing  of  Nofes  on  your  lleeve,  nor  twirling  of 
Band-ftrings,  d’e  here?  but  when  you  are  in  Company,  Cock  your 
Hat,  place  your  Arms  thus,  look  like  the  Son  of  Thunder ,  and^cry 
Hod.  m  -  A  '  -i 
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Tob.  Hoh - Udihafh!  1’le  warrant  thee  I’le  do’e. 

2 ech,  Then  we’ll  have  our  names  alter’d  *  Let  the  old  Prophets  keep 
their  Appellations  y  we’ll  be  new  Chriftned :  Mine  fhall  b s—Filloftorido ; 

thine  Rounfivel - Hey  Rounfivel :  Upon  Honour  it  founds  rarely— 

and  then  for  humour. 

Tob .  Ay,  ay*  I  warrant  thee  Boy !  If  1  can  but  get  a  little  Wit  into 
this  Pate  of  mine,  let  me  alone  for  humour. 

Zech,  Then,  my  Pithagoras,  fhall  thou  andl  make  a  Tranfmigration 
of  Souls.  Thou  (halt  marry  my  Miftrefs*  and  thy  Wife  (hall  be  my 
Gracious  Paramour  \  \y  Punks  (hall  be  thy  proportion,  thou  (halt 
deep  in  the  comfort  of  clean  Linnen  y  .Wench  with  a  fafe  Confcience, 
•  and  eat  no  more  frdh  Beef  at  Supper  y  but  the  Flefh-pots  of  Egypt  (hall 
fatten  thee,  and  the  Grafhoper  flourifh  in  thy  Summer. 

Tob .  Hoy!  Rare,  rare  Phillorolidol  Prithee  give  me  a  Nfote  o’lhy 
Name!  Lldfhafh  I  (hall  ne’r  hit  on’t  elfe— — 

Zech,  Come  away  then,  we’ll  go  prefently  and  Pra<5tice — 

And  to  the  Tavern  door  make  our  Approaches, 

Like  Hed’ring  Gallants  rufhing  from  Gilt  Coaches. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  II. 

Scene  i .  The  Mail. 

Enter  Lord  Bellamore  and  Manley. 

Bella .  At  Fool  is  a  Vacuum  in  Nature  y  a  Prolix  dory  without  Margi- 
il  nal  Notes*,  in  whofe  Company  a  man  neither  gets  credit 
nor  profit :  If  he  be  Rich,  his  greatefb  perfection  is  Avarice  .*  if  Poor, 
he  is  altogether  defpicable,  and  unfit  for  Society— — — 

ManL  I  am  not  of  your  tnind  y.  for  if  Profit  turn  the  Scale,  there’s 
certainly  moft  to  be  got  by  half-witted  people  y  and  as  to  the  difgrace, 
the  Notion  of  a  Fool  isfo  general,  and  there’s  fo  many  forts  of  ’em, 
that  a  man  lofes  not  an  Inch  of  Reputation,  but  rather  gets  credit  by 
their  defeft.  Y\  #  ; 

Enter  Page, 

* 

Bella,  Now,  Sirrah!  what  News? 

Page,  I  deliver’d  your  Letter  as  your  Lordfhip  dire&ed  y  and  (hede- 
fires  your  viftt  to  be  as  fpeedily  as  you  cany  for  file  has  a  Kinfman  that 
about  an  hour  hence  has  ingag’d  himfelf  to  wait  on  hery  whofe  Com¬ 
pany  fhe  fears  may  be  very  prejudicial. 
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Pie  be  with  her  prefently.  Jackj  1-mulb  beg  thy  par  ion, 

Man!  What  an  affignatioa, . my  Lord!  A  Love-challenge,  1  war- v 
rant. 

Bella.  Even  foi’ faith;  and.  1  mufl:  thither  inftaatly.  Where fhall 
we  meet  at  night  ? 

ManL  At  Lambs  with  theFiddles  and  a  Talboy. 

Bella.  Agreed  *  .1  will  not  fail  thee — Jack^  farewell. 

Sirrah  follow  me—  [Exit  Bell,  and  Page. 

Alan.  So!  I  am  glad  it  happens  thus^  1  fhould  elfe  have  been  put 
to  the  trouble  of  excufing  my  abfence  from  him.  Let  me  fee,  ’tis 
now  five  a  Clock!  at  fix  1  promis’d  Celia  to  vilit  her,  and  his  abfence 
gives  me  a  happy  opportunity'to  perform  it  If  Pie  take  a  walk  round- 
the  Park,  and  by  that  time  ’twill  be  very  near  the  hour.  [Ex.  Man. 

Enter  Zechiel  and  Toby  in  a  new  Suit. 

Zech.  Splendid  and  Gent,  upon  honour  thou  art  Metamorphos’d}  a 
Courtier  of  the  fir#  Edition.  Thou  haft  the  Town  Air  already,  and 
wear’#  thy  Cloaths  with  a  boon  meen.  Walk  a  little !  walk  !  ah — - 
obferve  always  to  keep  your  Toes  outward,  and  your  Elbows  as  far 
back  as  you  can ;  that’s  right !  give  me  thy  hand  •  Upon  honour  thou 
art  a  modi#  Fellow- - 

f  Tob.  Udlhalh— I  mufl:  quarrel.  1  fhall  not  be  a  right  Gallant  till 
I  have  beaten  fame  body,  or  am  beaten,  it’s  all  one  :  Hah  I  Phtiloro- 
mine.  Plague  on’t  I  (hall  never  hit  of  lU  name. 

Zeqh.  Thou  (halt  beat  a  Conftable  to  night,  thou  and  1  will  fcour 
through  the  Flannel  Mormidom^  and  come  off  Conquerours}  nay,  ra¬ 
ther  than  fail  thou  (halt  beat  me :  but  l’le  ha’  the-  fklh’d.  Stand  here  ! 
Suppofeme  now  a  Drawer,  and  that  1  had  been  tardy  in  procuring  a 
Wench  according  to  your  o.rder:  what  wou’d  you  do  o’th’  fudden  ? 

Tob .  Do!  Why  thus?  aBoxo’th’  Ear  for  a  Prolog  e,  you  know 
that’s  but  reafonable—  [.Strikes  him . 

Zech.  Right  upon  honour.  ’Tis  neceiTary— — but  forward. 

Tob .  Hoy}  Scaramouchi ,  Rafcal ,  Paltron ,  Popinjay \  Son  of  20  Fa¬ 
thers,  befides  out-liers,  comers  and  goers;  mu#  a  man  of  honour 
wait  your  leifure*  you  Dog,'  and  mifs  his  neceflary  diverfron,;  through  ]< 
the  negligence  of  fuch  a  Scarab:  Udsbqres,  Tie  beat  thee  into  a  Tripe. 
No  hafte  ?  No  attendance  ?  [Beats  Zechiel. 

Zech.  Hold,  hold!  ha,  ha,  ha  }  the  right  Town-humour  Nedy  Fj$fh 

to  the  life - ha,  ha,  ha.  Let  me  kifs  thee  for  this }  if  thou  can#  but 

get  the  art  of  gleaning  from  Plays,  and  remember’#  bur.  my  Rules  for 
picking  up  Wenches ;  upon  honour  in  a  fhort  time  not  a  Bully  Rock  of 
’em  all  can  come  near  thee  for  Gallantry. 

Tob.  Ay  $  but  they  fay  the  be#  way  of  picking  up  Wendies  is  to  fpt  ak 
Bawdy  to  , ’em,  and  the  truth  is,  1  am  alittie  fliame-  fac’d  at  prdlnt? 
biit  1  Shall  quickly  come  to’t.  .  r  , 

Enter 
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.  Enter  Arbella,  Conftantia,  and  Page. 

Arb.  So  pleafant  and  foinconftant;a  Temper  till  now  1  never  knew  : 
Her  Carriage  is  fo  graceful  and  obliging,  that  ’tis  infinitely  delightful 
to  ail  Companies  ;  and  if  (he  happens  to  fpeak  of  Love,  methinks  there 
flows  a  fweetnefs  from  her  Language,  that  charms  the  Ear. 

Con  ft.  And  yet  (lie’s  falfe  as  HeU^  fo  ftraogely  wedded  to  inconftancy, 
that  the  Town  begins  to  take  notice  of  her,and  fpeaks  the  more  loudly, 
as  being  ignorant  of  her  quality :  Sirrah  carry  that  Letter  as  1  directed 
you - 

Tob.  Ud(haih!  Here’s  Women,Brother  ;  good  Buoy  -  1’lebegone* 
My  Heart  fails  me  already.  1  (liall  never  be  able  to  fpeak  to’em. 

Zech.  Not  fpeak  to  ’em  I  Upon  honour  thou  (halt,  bravely  too: 
What  flinch  in  thy  firft  Charge.  Come  back  for  (hame  •,  obferve  me, 
l’le  begin — i’le  introduce  thee — Ladies-'  the  Devil  take  me  if  it 
be  not  a  Ma’xim  againft  Reafon  and  Civility,  for  you  to  walk  thus 
without  Servants.  But  obliging  Fortune,  a  particular  Friend  to  your 
Sex,  has  fent  hither  for  that  Employment  my  Brother  and  my  felf, 
and  if  your  pleafure - - 

Arb.  Sirl  you  will  add  very  much  to  our  pleafure  to  leave  us*,  forwe 
are  info  ill  a  humour,  that  the  Overtures  of  your  imaginary  Wit  will 
be  loft  upon  us. 

Zech,  Leave  you!  Shall  1  leave  a  Lady  to  the  Tyranny  of  Melan¬ 
choly,  that  may  be  diverted  with  the  pleafure  of  my  Company  :  Ma¬ 
dam,  I  know  more  of  the  Punctilio’s  of  Civility  than  fo  \  therefore  as 
I  was  faying,  my  Brother  and  my  felf- — - 

Conft.  Oh  heavens.  Madam !  This  is  the  very  Fool  that  mv  Father 
defigns  me  to  marry. 

Arb,  It  feems  he  knows  you  not. 

Conft,  No  ;  he  never  faw  me  but  once,  and  then ’twas  at  a  Window. 

Zech,  M  y  Brother  and  my  felf, .  Madam,  two  of  the  moft  acomplifh’d 
Sparks  i’th*  Town. 

Arb.  Two  of  the  moft  conceited  Fops  rth’  Town - - 

Zech.  That  (hall  be  pundual  in  obferving  your  Commands. 

Conft .  That  (hall  be  beaten  moft  unmercifully,  if  you  ftay  a  little 

*0*Zecb,  Beaten,  Madam  /  What  ra(h  Prefumer,  carelefs  of  his  Life, 
dares  think  a  thought  like  that— Beaten  -'  * 

Tob.  lld(ha(h,  (he  has  quell’d  my  Courage  already,  wou’d  1  were 

at  home  again. 

Zech.  But  I  fee.  Madam,  you  are  difpofed  to  rally -.Beaten-  There 
goes  more  to  the  beating  of  a  Man  of  Parts,  than  you  imagine.  Upon 
honour  1  was  my  felf  once  fo  well  skill’d  in  beating  People,  that  the  He¬ 
rald  had  like  to  have  given  me  a  Battoon  for  my  Creft ,  thereby  to  have 
fignaliz’d  my  Valour  to  Pofterity..  ' 
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Arb.  I  wonder  you  miiVd  fo  decent  an  Honour  :  For  1  aixi  of  opi¬ 
nion ’twas  an  excellent  Device,  and  very  fuitable  to  your  new-coin’d 
Gentility. 

Zech.  New*  coin’d!  Damme,  this  comes  of  walking  without  a  Foot- 
boy:  Brother  prithee  come  and  efpoufe  my  quarrel.  Thefe  Eternal 
Talkers  have  made  my  Throat  as  dry  as  a  Spunge  already— —Come  / 
Addrefs,  Addrefs — - — They  tell  me  that  ours  is  a  new-coin’d  Gen¬ 
tility. 

Confix  Well,  Sir,  and  what  has  your  large  quantity  of  Wittofay 
on  this  occafion  ?  ••  • 

Tcb.  1  fay  /  why  1  fay — Say  you  what  you  will :  The  Family  of 
the  Tilburies  is  an  Antient  Family,  God  blefs  the  Royal  Family.,  as  a- 
ny  Family  in  Chriftendom,  and  he  that  f3ys  the  contrary  is  the  Son 
of  a  Whore,  and  my  Brother  here  fhall  cut  him  into  Stakes. 

Zech,  Well  fa  id,  Kouhfival. 

Arb,  ’Slight!  Prithee  let’s  away  ;  this  angry  Fool  will  beat  us. 

Tob.  So,  fo~ now  they  begin  to  fear  me:  1  fhall  do  well  enough  } 
the  Coat  of  the  Ttlburyh  new-coinM.” Udftajh  ’tis  as  old  as" Tilbury 
Camy,  and  chat  was  in  the  fame  year  with  Noahs  Flood.  • 

Confi.  Infufferable  Impertinence5!  They,  may  well  treBrothers  }  for 
their  united  Follies  out- vies  their  Confahguinity. 

\  '*  Enter  Manly.  ’ 

•  Maul.  Madam /.the  Mail  may  how  boaft  of  a  Happinefs  unparallel’d, 
enjoying  the  fweetnefs  of  your  Company.  . 

Arb.  Still  your  Rhetorical  Vein  Mr.  Manly,  ydu  coniider  not  the 
weak  Capacities  of  Women. 

Manl.  Yes  Madam :  1  may  confider it*  but  am  fufficiently  fatfsfied  in 
my  knowledge  of  y out  Capacity  to  think  it  mean:  But  me  thinks 
youi*  looks  are  not  fo  lively  as  ’sis  ufually  :  Your  Eyes  have  loft  part 
of  their  fire :  No  late  loft  I  hope  Madam,  has  caus’d  this  alteration  ? 

Arb.  None,  Sir,  only  a  little  molefted  with  the  prefent  heat,  and 
continual  buzzing  about  of  Flies  that  haunt  me. 

Manl.  Flies  *,  1  imderftand  you,  Madam. 

Tob .  Come*,  I  think  we  had  beft  go;  Here’s  fome  mifehief  hatching, 

Zech;  ITe  not  rtir  upon  honour,  what  a  Pox  he  dares  not  draw  in 
the  Mail. 

Manl.  Sir!  I  fee  your  Pre fence  has  the  misfortune  tobediftaftful 
to  thefe  Ladies,  to  whom  1  have  the  honour  to  be  known  :  There- 
fore’twill  become  you  and  your  Brother  Fop  there,  to  leave  ’em 
and  retire  to  your  better  Conveniences.  5 

Zech :  Brother  FopSir !  Upon  honour  you  licence  your  Tongue  by 
the  priviledge  of  the  place}  fuch  an  attribute  fhould  not  have  pafs’d 
unreveng’d  eife - bur,  Sir,  a  time  will  come- - — 

Manl.  When  1  (hall  cut  your  Throat,  Sir :  Come  Ladies,  I’le  be.  your 

Guardian; 
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Guardian $ Let  thefe  Mulhroms  Hand  if  they  dare.  The  refpeft  i 
bear  the  Nobie  Company  that  ufually.  walk  here,  ties  up  my  Sword  •, 
but  if  they  fleep  on’t  hang  hie.  [Ex.  Manl.  and  Ladies. 

Tob.  Udfhslh '  Pie  go  hire  a  Coach,  and  into  the  Country  imme¬ 
diately.  • 

Zech.  The  Country !  Such  another  word  and  V\q  renounce  thee 
for  ever ;  Prithee  think  no  more  on’t ;  He’ll  be  hang’d  before  he’ll 
Challenge  us. 

Tob .  I  fee  he  has  a  murderous  intention,  and  ’tis  an  adt  of  prudence 
to  be  careful. 


Enter  Flaile. 


Flail  Oh  1  have  found  you  atlafti5  1  wonder  where  the  Dickies  you 
ramble-'  ch’have  fearch’d  ah  the  Coffee- hoti fen  and  Taberns  ’twixt 
this  and  Wefitninftcr  for  you,:  Why  by  th’  Mafs  my  young  Mr.  Toby 
turn’d  Gallant  too.  Whoop  !  by  Coxounty  what  a  change  is  here  ? 
Come  you  muff:  go  to  Sir  Arthur  Oldloves  to  your  Father :  By  th’Mafs 
he’s  almoft  out  on’s  Wits  for  you. 

Zech; .  Go  Bandog  5  tell  him  we  come,  and  Sirrah  bid  him  get  a  Bot¬ 
tle  of  Claret,  and  a  Neats  Tongue  ready — Go- - Brother  come, 

cheer  up:  Pox  on't,  a  Rencounter  is  nothing  when  thou  art  us’d  to’t — 
’Prithee  let’s  be  merry— - - - 

Tob .  If  this  Man  had  not  come  to  diffurb'us,  I  could  have  been  very 
merry— -Udfhafh  1  could  have  beaten  the  Woman  into  a  jelly  ;  but 
no  matter,  Time  and  Experience  (hall  mend  all.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Madam  Fickle  and  Silvia. 

Eick.  Is  he  come  f  giveme  the  Glafs. 

Silv  Yes,  Madam,  and  I’ve  led  him  into  the  Parlor.  I  protefl  heTs 
a  handfome  iMan,  apd  one  that  in  my  opinion  little  defsrves  the 
Cruelty  you  intend  him. 

Ftck.  Call  you  AfFedtion  Cruelty  ? 

Silv.  Flattery  in  Affedtion  i$  extreameft  Cruelty,  i  know  you  love 
him  not :  I  have  heard  you  often  confefs  it :  and  to  pofTefs  him  with  a 
belief  you  do,  and  at  laftdafhhb  hopes  with  a  denial,  is  a  horrid 
Torture.  . 

Fick •  l  am  glad  he  moves  your  Pity.  ^  Do  you  love  him  ? 

Silv.  i  commiferate  his  Fortune - his  love  is  a  Happiaefs  too  high 

for  me  ;  bat,  good  M  adam,  let  me  prefume  to  a  Juhe  reafon  why  you 

ufe  all  your  Lovers  thus  ?  t  ■  n  ,  , 

Pick  Welljin  hopes  10  make  thy  diligence  the  farer,!  letell  thee  why. 

C  2  •  -  IHvas 


J4  MADAM  FICKLE 5  Or, 

’  T was  my  unhappy  Fate  fome  three  years  Cnee  to  fall  in  Love, 

To  give  away  my  Heart,  and  throw  my  felf  into  the  arms  of 

One  of  mean  defeent - -and  alfo  (lender  Fortune.  Yet  had  Deftiny 

So  link’d  my  Soul  with  his,  that  each  kind  glance 
Shot  from  his  darting  Eye,  methought  went  through  me. 

I  lov’d,  nay  and  ador’d  with  fo  much  zeal,  . 

1  cou’d  have  dy’d — nay  willingly  been  tortur’d : 

1  thought  he  could  not  wrong  my  Innocence*  for  then  1 
Swear  1  was  fo  innocent  I  knew  not  what  lin  was  * 

Yet  this  deluding  Wretch  !  this  bafe  Seducer,  although 
I  flighted  all  for  him,  laught  at  my  fervent 
PafTion,  fcorn’d  and  left  me,  and  when  1  thought  his  Heart 
Was  mine  for  ever,  ’twas  then  moft  treacherous,  and  fartheft 
From  me:  Therefore  I’ve  made  a  ftri<ft  and  folemn 
Vow,  on  the  whole  Sex  to  execute  revenge — -Flatter,  nay 
Wheedle  all  1  can,  and  ever 

To  practice  to  enfnare — - — —but  to  love - never-———-. 

Silv .  The  ftrangeft  revenge  1  ever  heard  *  but  I  doubt  not,  Ma¬ 
dam,  in  a  ftiort  time  Love  will  alter  your  condition. 

Fick.  l’le  venture  that- - Go  and  Conduct  him  hither,  and  fetch 

thy  Lute  and  ling.  \Exit  Silvia. 

SONG. 


Beneath  a  Shady  Willow ,  near 
A  Rivers  purling  Streams  * 

Aftrea  Carelefs  of  her*$heep9 
With  folded  Arms  lay \  faft  ajleep > 

Toffefs'd  with  Golden  Dreams  * 

Her  working  faculties  fupply'd,  with  drowz.y  fleep  deny'd\ 

/  For  oft  Jhe'd  figh ,  and  fmile ,  and  grafp  the  Air, 

Thinking  her  much* lov'd  Celadon  was  there .  . 

But  as  this  feeping  harmlefs  Maid , 

Lay  rap'd  in  filent  Joy, 

Fojfejfmg  all  that  could  be  fought9 
In  fetter'd  fenfe  or  happy  thought. 

Her  Swain  came  ffhing  by , 

He  eager  of  fuch  rapting  Blifs9  awahfd  her  with  a  Kifs , ' 
She  Blujhing  rofe ,  and  cry'd9  unhappy  Fate  l 
Ah  Celadon  thou  now  art  come  too  late . 

Enter  Bellamore. 

\  . 

Bella.  Mirror  of  Beauty !  Abftradt  of  perfedlion. 

Sweeter  than  Basks  of  Roles,  and  more  ' 
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Glorious  than  the  Bright  Emprefs  of  the  Ruddy 
Morn  ^  when  early  Titan  rifes— —  ■ 

Ticks  So  early  in  your  florid  Vein,  my  Lord.  I  thought  that  12  at 
night  had  been  always  your  facetious  hour :  For  Heavens  fake  no  more 
of  this,  you5!  lofe  your  felf  in  thefe  Hyperboles. 

Bella.  To  lofe  my  felf  in  you- - were  to  find  Heaven— hah- — 

Gad  Methinks  1  have  exprefs’d  my  felf  in  as  decent 
A  whining  Method,  as  ’tis  poflible  for  a  Lover  to  do. 

Come!  lhall  We  abroad,  my  Coach  is  at  door  5  Prithee  let’s  to  the  Park, 
’tis  a  fine  Evening.  ’ 

Tick :  No,  I  am  oblig’d  to  flay  at  home  to  receive  the  Vifit  of  a  KinP- 
man,  that  fent  word  he  would  wait  on  me. 

Bella .  A  Pox  on  Kinfmen !  Gad  we  have  other  Bufinefs  than  to 
mind  Relations  *,  in  thefe  Cafes  an  afllgnation  difappointed  with  one 
of  them,  is  no  more  than  the  telling  of  a  Lyc,  or  an  ordinary  frailty  j 
but  to  fpoil  an  amorous  Intrigue,  when  per  Tons  are  not  at  all  times  pro¬ 
vided,  i’gad  ’tis  a  moft  inhumane  offence,  and  merits  condign  puniflu 
ment  in  the  World  to  come. 

Tick.  Ay,  Sir - but  this  is  fuch  a  Kinfman» - 

Bella.  Such  a  Kinfman  ?  why  the  nearer  he  is  related  to  you,  the 
better  he  may  ftay :  The  coldbufinefs  of  Confanguinity  is  feldom  ty’d 
to  an  hour,  once  a  Week,  or  a  Month  will  ferve  the  turn  well  e- 
nough ;  but  the  prefliag  Affair  of  Love  brooks  no  delay.  The  minute 
muftbe  watch’d  that  guides  our  Souls  to  perfed  joys,  and  they  who 
negled  are  Fools. 

Tick.  Well,  if  Impudence  be  a  grace  in  a  Lover,  I  fwear,  my  Lord, 
you  have  as  large  a  portion  as.  any  one  I  know  :  What  man  but  you 
durft;  contradid  his  Miftrefs  thus  ?  , 

Bella.  What  Woman  but  you  durft  provoke  a  Lover  thus?  Nay  one 
that  is  to  marry  you*,  and  confequently  to  have  power  to  Tyrannize 
over  you ;  To  lie  with  you  but  once  a  week,  and  then  with  an  ill  will 
too:  To  fend  you  into  the  Country  to  look  to  your  Dairy ;  To  keep  a 
Mifs  in  Town,  and  live  three  times  beyond  my  Eftate,  according  to 
Cuftom.  > 

Ticks.  Is  it  not  alfo  in  my  power  to  be  falfe  ?  Is  my  Beauty  fo  mean 
think  you,  that  no  one  wou’d  make  Addrefies  ?  Lies  it  not  in  my  a- 
bility  to  wheedle  you  into  a  belief  of  Love,  and  at  laft  to  forfake  you  ? 

— — Affureyour  felf  it  does - but  Heaven  knows  I  am,  too  conftant. 

Bella .  A  Miracle  in  Nature!  A  Notion  offo  ftraogean  extravagance, 
that  the  very  found  is  incredible !  Gonftancy  in  Woman  is  a  fecond  Mai¬ 
denhead  :  ’Tis  loft  e’re  they  know  they  have  ic,  and  your  Constitution, 

Madam,  certainly  tends  that  way,  and  the  truth  were  known - — 

Tick.  He  little  thinks  how  right  he  guefles - - 

Bella. jihwl  fince  you  are  in  fo  ill  a  humour  ..and,  are  refolv’d  to  fpend 
this  Afternoon  here  like  a  Turtle,  folitarily  in  your  Cage,  l’ie  leave 
vou,  and  ftrive  to  divert  my  felf  with  ocher  Company :  1  nave  a  Pre- 
3  lent 
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fent  here  too,  which  I  intended  to  Dedicate  to  you ;  but  to  the  Me- 

hBKc°lyA  Nrtkdace1  of Pearlfl  mutt  not  lofe  that  fo— —  ufe  your 
pleafure/my  Lord.  The  Virtue  of  a  Prelent  feldom  makes  me  fond  of 

ani?e«fSYou  think  t  warrant,  this  indifference  becomes  you  extream- 
That  modiih  turn  of  your  head,  and  glance  of  your  Eye,  you  ima¬ 
gine  was  infinitely  taking :  But,  Madam ,  1  ap  no*  m  a-  more  fer.ous 
humour,  and  not  to  be  fooid  with  fudvDilacory potions  ;  fo  begg.ng 
your  pa  don  for  my  obftruftmg  your  Kufinans  Vifit-1  take  leave-- 
*  Fick  Well  •'  1  am  the  very’ft  Fool.  1  fwear,  my  fondnefs  makes 
vou  infMt  over  me  •,  another  Woman  wou’d  have  made  you  comply, and 
be  dad  to  ask  her  pardon  y  but  my  good  nature  'makes  you  flight  me. 

Bella  No  this  action  has  indeer’d  my  Soul  to  thee,  and  l  am  fafter 
thine  than  ever  :  0  b,  i  could  live  for  ever  in  thy  Arms  -  —feed  on  thy 

Lips  and  fur  feit  with  thy  KiiTes,  *,  . 

Enter  Silvia.  •  # 


Silo.  Madam,  the  Gentleman  is  come. 

Pick,  Unlucky  minute  Sweet  my  .Lord  away  y  ■ 

I  wou’d  not  have  him  fee  you  for  the  World.  , 

B4U  The  Devil  blow  him  hence  in  a  Whirlwind  :  I  will  obey  you  ? 
but  "by  Heaven  with  as  ill  a  will  as  ever  Coward  fought  a  Duel  y  but 

fir.ee  it  rouft  be  fo - -adieu:  Nay  do  not  fmileuponme  ?  by  the  Lord 

I  fhall  tire  your  Kinfmans  patience,  and  flay  if  you  do.  Farewell.  A 

Pox  upon  him  1  fay^ - -Farewell,  Madam,.  lExii. 

Fick,  So,  there’s  one  difpatch’d.  I  was  fain  to  tell  him 

’Twas  a  Kinfman,  to  get  him  gone  thefooner - -ftay  y  this  is  my  paf- 

fionate  Lover  y  one  that  Woes  by  Method,^  and  fpcaks  blank  Verie. 
Now  muff  I  change  my  temper  fuitable  to  his  Tone,  and  fpeak  in  the 
fame  file :  Let  me  fee;  When  Sapho  lov'd  !  Oh  Heaven !  What  throngs 

of  woes  opprefPd  her  harmlefs  Breafi  ?  Very  well - - - 1  have  it  rarely. 

Now  to  my. Pollute - This  Book - Languifhing  Eyes - So — 

And  neceffary  Handkerchife  to  wipe  Imaginary  Tears  off — ’So— 
The  Devil’s  in’t  if  this  is  not  melancholy  enough.  Here  he  comes. 

;  ,$*  ,  [Sits  at  the  Tabic, 

-  •?  r-  '  •  -  ^  ’  •«'  '  f  •  ' 

Enter  Manley. 

Mtml.  Life  of  my  Soul !  bright  Treafure  of  the  World, 

Queen  of  perfections,  and  tne  bell 

Of  all  thy  Charming  Sex- - -What  difmal  Fate 

Has  caus’d  this  alteration  f  Why  are  thy  Eyes, 

Late  the  extreams  of  Glorious  Light,  now  clouded  ? 

Adding  more  trouble  to  the  frighted  World, 
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Than  when  the  Sun  Edipfed  threatens  a  Chaos.  * 

Picks  Pardon  my  Frailty,  Sir:  I* have  not  team’d 
The  power  to  diffemble :  Who  cou’d  read 
The  haplefs  Fate  of  wretched  Ariadne  ? 

Hear  Thefeus  falfliood,  and  the  piercing  Moans 
Of  a  diftrefs’d  Maid*  by  Love  undone, 

Left  all  alone  within  a  Defart  Ifle,  .  /■ 

.  And  not  pay  Tribute  of  a  Tear  or  two,  to  grace  the  Story? 

Manl.  ’Twas  a  horrid  ad. 

And  1  confefs  deferves  it}  but  in  us. 

That  love  and  glory  in  the  Paffion,  ’tis 
Not  fit  defpair  fhould  Tyrannize. 

Fick$  Let  them  defpair  that  merit  no  Return, 

'  My  paffion  has  been  permanent. 

Manl  And  mine 

The  trueft  Heart  that  e’re  obey’d  the  Didates 
Of  Loves  imperial  Power,  from  that  hour 
That  fir  ft  obtain’d  my  Eye  the  happy  Objed 
Of  your  perfedions,  my  poor  fetter’d  Heart,  . 

Proud  of  the  Chains  of  fuch  a  Conquering  Beauty, 

Refolv’d  to  Grace  the  longwifn’d  Vidory 
With  a  perpetual  Conftancy. 

Pick.  And  mine, 

Blefs’d  with  the  pleafure  of  your  Loves  Addreffes, 

Grew  proud  of  fuch  a  Fortune:  Happy  Celia  l 
Wou’d  1  oft  cry  }  if  thou  canft-purchafe  him, 

Thy  Race  is  finiffi’d,  th’  abftrad  of  all  Love, 

Vertueand  Valour  :  Then  with  my  Minds  perfpedive 
Wou’d  1  furvey  your  Soul,  and  figh,  and  covet: 

Love  to  my  fenfe  fuch  pleafing  Motions  brought, 

That  1  was  loft  in  my  own  various  Thought. 

Man.  Sweet  Creature!  Oh  my  Soul  how  I  adore  thee  I 
The  tranfpors  of  whofie  touch  has  power  to  kill: 

If  1  Ihou’d  vifit  often,  fpeak  fweet  Charmer, 

Will  you  be  always  true?  always  thus  Conftant  ? 

Pick .  Conftant!  Alas!  What  power  have  1  to  change 
When  you  poffiefs  my  Heart. 

Manl.  My  Soul  ! 

Pick.  My  Heart!  ,  ; 

Manl.  My  Life  !  My  Vital  Spirits !  Oh  Heaven,  1  fool  my  felf  in 
too  much  Love,  and  dote  on  my  own  Happinefs. 

Kneels  and  ICijfes  her  Hand, 

Fick;  He’s  finely  caught!  Wit,  where  art  thou  now  ? 

Manl  Erring  Philoiophers,  that  Knowledge  prais’d 
Above  the  Blifs  of  Women,  Women,  Delicious 
Women,  Women  the 

Quints  Hence 
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QuintefTence  of  Nature  :  Heavens  Treafures 
Fram’d  to  enrich  Mankind,  and  make ’em  Deities: 

Travel,  fond  Cynlck,  through  the  fpacious  Globe  j 
Dive  through  the  Sea  •,  thence  through  the  Airy  Region 
Soar,  to  find  out  new  pieafures ;  and  at  laft. 

When  thou  haft  known  the  Joys  of  Earth  and  Heaven, 

Believe  with  me  it  terminates  in  Women. 

Enter  Silvia. ' 

Silv,  Madam,  your  Kinfman  is  below,  and  defires  the  favour  of  your 

Company. 

Fic%.  Unfortunate  minute  ;  for  Heavens  fake,Sir,  begone :  I  am  un¬ 
done  it  he  fees  you.  Heark!  he’s  coming  up. 

Manl:  Was  ever  Fate  like  mine  — — Wear  this.  Sweet  Creature* 

and  remember  tne - —  King. 

So!  adieu  Divineft,  Swceceft,  Kindeft!  O  Heaven ! 

Mufi:  1  be  gone? — — —  _  #  {Exit  Manley. 

Pick*  Ha,  ha,  ha*,  1  think  1  did  it  to  the  life.'  Silvia ,  didftthou 
hear  our  Court  ? 

Silv.  Yes,  Madam;  and  lfwearl  pity  the  poor  deceiv’d  Gentleman. 
FicI^  Pity  him !  prithee  talk  no  more  on’c :  but  who  is  that  below  ? 
Silv.  The  Young. Brisk  Gentleman  that  fell  in  love  with  you  yqr 
fterday ;  he  that  your  Lady  (hip  gave  the  Song  to. 

Ficki  Tell  him  Pie  come  to  him.  {Exit  Silvia. 

Now  for  a  Brisk  Airy  humour  to  dgree  with  the  Temper  of  this  Fool. 

This  is  the  moll  eafie  Fop  of  all  my  Pretenders. 

There  needs  no  Net  for  him  ;  his  own  a<ft ions  are 
His  bed  Betrayers.  The  other  two  I  confels  have 
More  Wit :  But  what  then  ?  Love  makes  a  Dunce  of  a 
Counfellor,  and  their  fondnefs  proves  as  prejudicial 
As  Pothers  folly.  O  Men  !  Silly  Men !  That  fetter’d  with 
A  Smile,  forget  the  Bufinefs  of  their  Creation ;  the  Motives 

Of  their  Honour;  and  thefafetyof  their  Country - Thus 

Far  my  revenge  is  profperous ;  and  l’le  forward.  My  Panthers 
Breath  (hall  draw  ’em  to  the  Snare;  my  Tongue  (hall 
Charm ;  my  Smiles  kindle  Loves  Fire  in  their  amorous 
Souls,  till  they’re  fcorch’d  feverely  ;  then  forfake ’em  : 

Whilft  in  my  Breaft,  my  Heart  obdurate  Flint 
Shall  hear,  and  yet  not  pity. 

Thus  all  (hall  know  that  were  like  me  refus’d, 

No  Serpent  like  a  Woman  when  abus’d.  {Exeunt. 

Finis  AUus  Secundi.  : 
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ACT  i  II.  SCENE 


Enter  Sir  Arthur  Oldlove  (ridiculoupy  dreft ,  hung  with  Medals )  Til¬ 
bury,  Jollyman,  DorelL 

[A  Table  with  Scull,  Sword ,  Vi al  Shooing- horn. 

Box  and  Picktoothy  cum  cseteris. 

Sir  Arth .  QI  R,  ’tis  no  matter  what  the  World  thinks.  The  World 
Othink?  why  let  it  think,  1  fay,  once  agen  ; ’tis  fuch  as  we 
redeem  loft  time  from  its  Choas  of  Confufion  •,  Is  there  any  thingTnore 
pleafant  than  Antiquities?  The  knowledge  of  the  diftin&ion  of  Ages, 
or  the  deeds  and  manners  of  the  Ancient,  1  fay,  is  there  any  thing, more 
pleafant  ?— — Oh  happy  Romans  that  took  this  into  confideration  }  for 
my  own  part  1  am  nothing,  a  man  of  Ignorance,  a  meer  Reptile  in 
thefe  Rarities. 

Joll.  Every  man  in  his  humor,  and  let  the  World  rub  ^  Appetite  and 
Fancy  are  two  great  Monarchs  that  fway  Mortality,  and  hang  pinch¬ 
ing,  udsbores  ’tis  fit  they  fhou’d  be  fatisfi’d^  but  good  Sir  Arthur , 
what  are  thefe  ?  Doubtlefs  thefe  are  Rarities  too. 

Sir  Arth .  Right  Sir,  and  fuch  Rarities,  that  were  their  worth  va¬ 
lu’d,  the  Weft* Indies  were  too  final!  toPurchafe  them. 

Tilh.  1  warrant  this  has  been  fome  Princes  or  great  mans  Scull,  ’sbo- 
dikins  he  looks  ftill  with  the  face  of  .Authority. 

Sir  Arth .  Fie,  fie.  Sir,  your  hat  on*  This  Relique  fhould  be  touch t 

with  reverence,  but  your  ignorance  muft  excufe  all - Pray  ftand  a 

little  back - and  give  attention— This  Scull,  this  noble  prudent 

politick  Scull,  once  belong’d,  or  as  1  may  more  properly  fay,  was  per¬ 
tinent  to  the  Body  of  St.  Gawaw,  a  Knight  of  the  Round  Table. 

Tilh.  St.Gawainel  &  Dutchman,  was  he  not?  1  believe  1  know  fome 
of  his  Relations. 

Sir  Arth .  A  Dutchman  »  oh  infupportable— Sir,  did  you  ever  know 
a  Relique  made  of  the  Scull  of  a  Dutchman  ?  No,  he  was  a  Britain  Sir, 
a  hardy  Britain  •,  and  Nephew  to  the  famous  King  Arthur  of  happy  me¬ 
mory  •,  and  this  Scull  was  late  rdident  in  Dover  Caftle,  brought  thi¬ 
ther  by  a  fam’d  Antiquary,  whofe  name  time  has  outworn,  and  fince 
purchas’d  by  me,  to  iliaftrate  this  City,  amcngft  the  reft  of  my.  me¬ 
morable  Antiquities. 

foil.  Very  well.  Sir,  proceed. 

Sir  Arth  And  this  here  is  the  fam’d  Hero,  Sir  Lancelot  du  Lakfts 

Sword  .  . 

Ttlh.  l’le  warrant  this  has  been  the  death  of  many  a  Conftable  *  but 
methinks.  Sir  Arthur ,  the  Ruft  has  been  a  little  too  bold  with  it. 

Sir  Arth.  Ah  Sir  1  Ruft  adds  to  Antiquity,  ’as  our  Friend  :  And  we 
that  are  skill’d  in  thefe  matters ,  can  by  the  Ruft  on  a  Sword  tell  how 
long  it  has  been  durable.  P  Joll. 
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joll.  Hang  pinching,  ’cwas  well  difcover’dj  1  fee  a  man  may  live 
and  learn,  tho’  he  be  never  fo  old,  good  Sir,  forward. 

Sir  Arth.  This  here  is  a  Shooing-horn,  d’mark  me — Hats  ofFftill — »» 

Pray  obferve  it - -a  Shooing  horn 

Joll.  ’Tis  fo - 

Sir  Arth.  This  fhooing-horn,  Gentlemen,  the  firffc  that  ever  was  in¬ 
vented,  was,  with  reverence  be  it  fpoken,  the  neCeflary  impliment  of 
the  Queen  of  Sheba,  and  left  by  her  carelefs  Chambermaid  at  Jerufa- 
lem ,  after  her  vide  to  King  Solomon . 

Ttlb.  By  St.  Jago  an  admirable  difeovery,  ’sbodikins  who  would 
have  thought  fo  much  ancient  Honour  could  depend  upon  a  (hooing- 
horn. 

Joll.  Very  Grange  !  very  ftrange !  by  St.  Jago,  as  you  fay^  but  the 
ftranger  the  merrier,  the  merrier  .the  better  Company,  and  fo  hang 
pinching,  let  the  World  rub. 

Sir  Arth.  This  is  the  Silver  box  that  Nero's  Beard  was  kept  in  \ 
’twas  in  the  Vatican  300  Years,  and  lately  prefen  ted  to  me  by  a  Friend 
of  mine,  a  man  of  great  authority  in  Rome. 

Ttlb .  Somewhat  like  a  Tobacco-box  ■■  - - 

Sir  Arth .  No  compsrifons,  good  Sir,  but  obferve,  this  is  the  Rub- 
bing-Brufh  of  Silvias  Otho ,  and  this  the  Picktooth  of  Heliogabalus . 

Joll  Carefully  preferv’d  from  the  ruines  of  time, 

To  grace  your  Study,  Sir  Arthur. 

Sir  Arthur.  Laftly,  this  laft - 1 ho’  moft  precious  and  beftof  sli¬ 

my  Reliques  •,  this  Vial  is  full  of  the  tears  of  Sr.  Jerom ,  in  former  Years 
pendant  upon  the  Spire  of  St.  Sepulchres  Steeple ;  but  by  my  indulgent 
care  and  great  charge  redeem’d  from  thence  when  the  City  was  on  fire. 
Tilb .  A  thing  of  moment,  Sir,  and  worth  your  diligence. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv .  Sir,  there’s  two  Gentlemen  below  defire  admittance. 

Ttlb.  ’Sbodikens  my  Sons*  my  Sons:  Sir  Arthur,  [ordered  them  to 
come  hither,  that  they  might  fee  the  Ladies  you  writ  me  word  of. 
Friend  ihew  ’em  the  way  up—  .  ^  „  £  Ex.  Serv. 

Sir  Arth.  You  did  well  Sir  5  Dorell ,  go  fee  if  my  Neece  be  at  leifure, 
and  bid  my  Daughter  come  hither.  [Ex.  Dor, 

Joll.  Ay,  ay,  come,  hang  pinching,  let’s  fee  the  Lady,  let  Women 
make  up  the  Confort,and  then  let  the  World  rub, there’s  mirth  and  fro- 
lick  in’t,  but  without  Women  udsbores  ’tis  prolix,  ’tis  impertinent,  tis 
everything  ill,  and  nothing  well-,  hang  pinching,  Women,  Women*  I 
fay. 

Tilb.  Well  faid  j  and-jo,  by  St.  Jago  thou  grow’ft  young  agea» 
thou’rt  a  very  Boy. 

Joll.  Not  frozen,  not  frozen,  heart  whole,  and  warm  enough  to  keep 
cut  Weather  j  udsbores,  whenl  was  i-and-20,  1  was  the  fprightly’lfc 

1  Fellow 
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Fellow— 1  cou’d  have  fung  and  danc’d, and  leapt-and  jumpt — hey  troll — 
faith — but  ’ti$  paft  now — however  1  am  found— hem — not  fo  old, 
but  l  am  a  jolly  man  ftill,  and  hang  pinching,  let  the  World  rub. 

Sir  Arth.  Well,  I  fay  ftill,  there’s  nothing  fo  becoming  as  Gravity. 

.  A  Enter  Zechiel,  Toby  and  Flaile. 

Tilb.  Zechiel - my  Boy - how  doft  thou - kifs  me  firrah - - 

’sbud  1  am  glad  to  fee  thee — they  tell  me  y’are  grown  an  arch  Wag — - 

hah - how  now?  what  Metamorphofis  firrah!  where  got  you  them 

Gioaths  ?  [To  Tob. 

Tob.  Now  muft  1  give  him  a  private  Item,  or  this  ignorant  old  Fool 
will  difgrace  me  before  all  the  company.  [ Takes  him  afide. 

Tilb.  Oh !  are  they  fo,  Sir  ?'  Well,  God  give  ye  joy  : 

But  Zechiel ,  prithee,  what  News  in  Town  ? 

Doft  thou  thrive - hah - - - - 

Zech.  Thrive !  there’s  a  Salisbury  queftion  already ;  upon  honour,  ’cis 
pity  my  Father  was  no  better  bred :  Sir, the  nourishing  fecundity  perti¬ 
nent  to  our  fphere,  has  beftow’d  a  better  Talent  on  me  than  can  be 
poffibly  acquired  by  Fortunes  donation,  and  therefore-r-NobleS/r  Ar¬ 
thur  ^  I  fue  to  4fs  your  hand — -I  was  fo  bury’d  in  my  Fathers  Careffes, 
that  I  proteft  my  Eyes  were  Tray  tors  — — 

Sir  Arth.  Sir!  I  hope  you  and  I  fhall  have  a  nearer  affinity  and 
knowledge  of  one  another  e’re  long.  £Tob.  furveys  Sir 

Arth.  Cloaths . 

Tilb .  By  St.  jago  my  pains  were  ill  employ’d  elfe !  Why  1  came  to 
Town  for  that  purpofe— — 

Sir  Arth.  But  where’s  your  Brother,  Sir  ? 

Zech.  Here,  Sir- — taking  a  particular  view  of  your  Habit - 

Upon  honour  Sir  Arthur ,  methinks  your  Cloaths  are  not  made  accor¬ 
ding  to  Mode. 

Sir  Arth.  Mode - ah  good,  Sir,  no  more  o’  that,  no  Modes  I  be- 

feech  you  :  my  Habit  is  the  Mirror  of  my  Mind,  little  do  you  know  the 
value  of  thisoutfide,  Sir,  in  brief,  ’tis  more  than  the  Kings  three  po- 
minions  can  purchafe. 

Tob .  Udfhafh  I’d  like  to  have  fpoii’d  all,  I  took  him  for  a  Morrice- 
Dancer.  f 

Sir  Arth.  To  difplay  my  meaning  more  plainly,  Sir,  this  Medal  was 
the  Badge  of  peace  ’twixt  Scanderburg  and  the  Turks  \  this  was  the 
Doublet  of  Gujlavus  Adolphus  •,  and  thefe  B seethes,  renow nM  be  the 
tatter’d  Linings,  were  the  Breeches  of  Pomphey  the  G reat  y  he  was  tail’d 
Pompbey  the  Great ,  by  reafon  of  thefe  great  Breeches. 

Joll.  Peace  be  to  the  ancient  Cobwebs  betwixt  the  feams }  Sir  Ar¬ 
thur ,  your  Servant,  1  muft  go  feek  my  Son :  Odsbores  hete’s  the  L^y-- 
I’U  ftay  a  little  longer  now,  and  let  the  World  rub-—* 
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Enter  Conftantia. 

Sir  Arth.  How  now,  where’s  my  Neece  ? 

Conft .  Gone  to  the  Park,  Sir,  with  my  Lady  Arbella . 

Sir  Arth.  Park!  What  without  my  permiflion  ?  Paflion  o’  me,  I  (hail 
have  her  ftol’n.  Hufwife,  this  is  your  fault,  you  are  ftiii  prating  to  her 
of  the  pleafure  of  Intrigues  as  you  call  ’em  \  Well,  thefe  new  damnable 
Cuftoms  utterly  undo  the  Nation. 

Conft.  Sir,  I  am.not  her  Guardian,  tho’youarej  nor  do  1  thiqk  it  a 
particular  of  my  duty  to  pry  into  her  adions. 

Joll.  This  certainly  the  Lady  Hurry  told  me  of,  Odsbores  a  merry 
Mulhrum  1’le  warrant  her. 

Sir  Arth.^ Well,fince  ’cis  fo,  we  mufc  p'ra&ife  patience,  and  Mr.  Tilbury 
it  (hall  be  my  care  hereafter  to  have  her  ready  for  your  Son’s  add  relies— * 
in  the  mean  time,  pray  Daughter  know  this  Gentleman,  whom  I  have 
ele&ed  for  your  husband,  f  Zech.  hides  his  face,  and  goes  backward.’} 
And  let  it  be  a  mark  of  your  duty  to  ufe  him  kindly.  Gome,  Sir,  along 
along - a  young  brisk  Fellow,  and  fo  backward- — — fie. 

Zech.  The  very  fame  Woman  1  affronted  in  the  Mall ,  wbatihall  1 
do,  (he’ll  difeover  me. 

Tilb.  Why  how  now  firrah,  what  flinch,  recreant  diftard— Bodikips 
thou  art  a  difgrace  to  th’  Family  *,  th’  Tilburies  have  been  good  Holders- 
forth  for  above  this  99  Years,  and  (hall  they  now  be  dafh’d  like  a 
Knight  at  a  Bear-beating ,  for  (harne,  to  her,  to  her  agen  I  fay,  by  St. 
Jago  I’ll  cudgel  thee  forward  if  thou  doff  not.  fToby  breaks  the  ftiaR 

Sir  Arth.  Mercy  a’me,  what’s  that  ? 

Tob.  No  harm,  no  harm,  only  a  little  Vinegar  Bottle,  an  accidental 
Mifchance,  as  1  hope  to  be  fav’d  Sir  Arthur . 

Sir  Arth.  How!  the  Vial  !  oh  Heaven!  the  Vial!  What  St  Jerom! 
St  Jerom ’s  tears !  oh  Hell !  Fate  !  Death  I  Deftiny !  I’m  undone,  loft, 
ruin’d  for  ever- the  Vial  /  St  Jerom'* s  tears  fpilt,the  Holy  Relick  fpoii’d  ^ 
oh  I  am  miferable,  oh  infupportable  lofs.  Out  of  my  doors  them  Variet : 
away  ^  I  abominate  thee,  deleft  thee,  and  thy  whole  Race,  for  this 
deed  ;  away  I  fay,  St  Jerom !  St  Jerom  !  oh  difmal  accident ! 

Tilb.  Good,  Sir,  have  patience,  I’le  make  reftitution. 

Sir  Arth.  Patience !  Reftitution !  ’sbud  both  the  Indies  cannot  do’t : 
Hadft  thou  burnt  my  Houfe,  murder‘d  my  Wife  and  Daughter,  ftol’n 
my  Plate,  anything  but  this,  1  cou’d  have  forgiven,  but  to  difoblige 
St  Jerom ,  St  Jerom  *,  O  infufferable !  infufferable !  his  a  capital  crime, 
and  not  to  be  forgotten  !— - •  [Exit. 

Tilb.  Sirrah,  this  is  your  unlucky  hand.  Come,  wemuft  go  and 
comfort  him,  he’l  run  mad  clfe« -  •:  [Ex.  Tilb.  Joliman. 

Qonft.  So  I  hope  this  accident,  and  my  Father’s  anger,  will  be  a 
means  to  keep  me  from  the  future  impertinences  of  this  Fop.  Lord  ! 
how  you  look,  Sir.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Zech. 
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Ztch ,  Nothings  Madam :  only  a  little  troubled  at  my  Brothers  late 
mifcarriage,  and  the  dLlurbance  of  the  Company. 

Conjt.  You  may  repair  that  inconvenience  in  the  Mall  tonight,  Sir— 
there  will  be  variety. 

Ztch.  A  pox  on  her,  fhe  has  difcover’d  us  ’  Well,  Madam,  I  guefs 
your  meaning  *,  and,  though  my  behaviour  exprefs’d  a  little  too  much 
the  freedom  of  the  age.  That  J  can  give  my  felf  this  fatisfadlion,  that 
I  did  nothing  but  what  was  Courtly,  and  like  a  Gentleman. 

Confi.  A  Gentleman  of  the  firft  rate  I  grant,  Sir  ^  that  is  an  inflg- 
nificant  Squire,  whofe  addrellesare  fo  formal  and  common,  that  your 
Fleeftreet  Prentices  have  better,  whofe  head,  hands,  and  body  are  di- 
vei  fly  imploy’d  in  fafhioning  a  bow ;  and,  when  he  fpeaks,  he  might  be 
call’d  a  walking  Bagpipe,  being  oblig’d  to  his  Nofe  for  gracing  his 
utterance. 

Tob.  Nay,  if  you  talk  of  Nofes,  here’s  a  Nofe,  and  udfliafh,  under  the 
Rofe,  another  manner  of  Nofe  than  yours  is,  if  you  go  to  that. 

Confi.  Suitable  to  the  owners  perfon,  1  confefs  j  and  were  my  judg¬ 
ment  asktin  this  particular,  I  fhou’d  guefs  your  Nofe  and  Underfland- 
ing  to  be  much  of  a  length  *,  only  there  is  this  difference,  your  Nofe  is 
more  vifible,  but  both  very  equivalent  to  your  perfon  apd  behaviour. 

Tob.  Madam,  let  me  intreat  you  tobefo  much  your  own  Friend,  as 
not  to  queftion  my  behaviour.  The  fhame  will  be  yours,  if  you  do,  1 

aflure  you  that - ’Sbud,  I  knew  how  tabehave  my  felf,  before  you 

knew  how  to— — (mum,  1  had  likc^p  have  fpoke  it — )  to  difcern  be¬ 
haviour.  .  ' 

Conjl.  Your  brisk  air,  bone  Meine,  and  gentile  garb  expreffes  it,  Sir. 
You  are  the  exadt  pidlure  of  yot$  Brother  there  :  Nature  drew  you 
from  its  Copy.  And  Sir,  fhe  hasfurnifht  you,  as  the  World  may  fee, 
and  you  your  felf  doubtlefs  imagine,  with  all  graces  pertinent  to  your 
Sex:  but  we  are  feated  in  fo  relentlefs  an  Air,  that!  protefl  I  am 
blind  to  yourperfedtion,  and  you  appear  to  me  a  very  ordinary  perfon, 
confidering  the  advantages  you  have  of  impertinence,  impudence,  and 
good  Clothes.  What  your  Brother  may  be  in  my  Lady  Tickles  eyes  I 
know  not  :  but  if  fhe  defires  his  Company  as  little  as  1  yours,  we  fhall 
both  fleep  without  dreaming. 

Zech.  Damme,  I’l  be  gone.  This  eternal  fleerer  will  jear  me  to  a 
Confumption— Come  Toby,  let’s  to  the  Tavern,  and rore  tonight :  Tic 
warrant  thee  J’le  procure  a  couple  of  Females,  that  flail  be  good 

Company,  and  glad  of  ours - This  is  the  mofl  everlafting  Repartee— 

Ouns,Jhe  has  given  me  the  Griping  of  the  Guts  in  ftudying  an  An- 
fwer— Come,  come  away. 

Tob.  Will ,  I  am  certainly  the  unlucky’fl  fellow  in  the  World Why 
fhould  l  not  now  be  as  witty ,  as  thee  but  only  Natdres  a  fon  of  a 

Whore,  Deftiny’s  a  Slut,  and  Fortune’s  a  Bitch  j  or  elfe  men  had  had 
predominance  in  talk,  not  iWomexr:  well,  the  Devil  will  have  ’em 


fork  one  day,  that’s  tny  eomf or t. 


^Exeunt, 

Conjl, 
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Corifl.  Bardfateof  Women,  that  beftow  your  hearts  where  is  no  re¬ 
turn  :  and  that  often  hate  fuch  as  love  ’em.  If  Manly  knew  I  lov’d 
him,  1  queftion  the  fuccefs,  and  yes  without  a  hazard  nothing  is  per¬ 
fected  :  1  wonder  1  have  no  anfwer  of  my  Letcer.  I’m  fure  he  had  it ; 
bat  l  mail  have  patience  $  1  expeft  th’  event,  as  time  gives  oppor¬ 


tunity. 


Enter  Jolly  roan. 


Joll  Your,  fervant  Lady. 

Your  Father^  in  an  extravagant  rage  yonder  about  breaking  his  Vine¬ 
gar  Bottle,  his  Reiique,  as  he  calls  it.  Nothing  can  pacifie  him.*  He 
fwears  he  will  fill  another  with  his  own  tears,  and  never  ftir  abroad 


till  ’tis  finifht. 

Conft.  7Tisj  what  pleafes  his  humour,  Sir.  Lhope  he  has  gain’d  fo 
much  of  time  to  fatisfie  himfelf  in  every  particular,  without  difgracing 
his  Quality,  or  reproaching  his  years. 

joll .  Prettily  expreft,  that :  lldsbores,  Madam,  you  fpeak  well,  pithy, 
and.  to  the  purpofe.  My  Son  Harry  has  a  Love-intrigue  with  a  Lady 
that  lodges  in  this  houfe,  and,  pardon  my  prefumption,  at  firfl:  I 
'  thought  you  to  be  the  perfon. 

Conft.  No,  Sir !  1  am  not  the  perfon  ;  and  becaufe  1  am  loath  to  fee 
good  nature  abus’d,  1’le  tell  you  a  fecret.  Therefore  know,  this  per¬ 
son  your  Son  loves  is  at  this  time  engag’d  to  twenty  befides  this  old 
Gentlemans  Son  you  fawliere. 

2 foil  How !  Twenty  pretenders !  . 

Conft.  M  lead.  Sir:  all  which  fhe  whealdes  for  revenge  or  profit, 
without  the  leait  defign  of  Love  or  Marriage :  for,  to  tell  you  the 
truth.  Sir,  (however  fecretly  fhe  oDries  it)  (he’s  marry’d  already. 

Joll.  W  hy  then  ray  Son  is  wheadled. 

Conft.  Very  near  the  brink  of  a  precipice,  aflure  your  felf, 

Joll.  Pie  go  inftantly  and  difengage  him :  This  was  a  lucky  difeove- 
ry.  My  Son  gull’d !  no,  my  Caution  (hail  fecure  him  from  the  danger, 
and  then  let  the  World  rub. 

Conft .  Sir,  I  had  not  prefum’d  to  fo  free  a  Relation,  had  1  not 
known  how  nearly  it  concerns  you,  who  bear  an  eftimable  Character 
amongft  the  greatefi:  Grandees.  Sir,  lbeg  your  pardon,  I  muftvifit 
my  Father.  [Ex.  Conftance. 

Joll.  lldsbores,  a  Woman  of  pretty  parts,  and  methinks  of  an  ex¬ 
cellent  humour— — hah^ - old  Harry ,  not  fo  old  yet,  but  fuch  a  Nut 

may  be  crackt :  but  more  of  this  hereafter.  Now  to  my  Son,  I’le  get 
his  neck  out  of  the  Nooft,  and  then  follow  my  own  Defignes  as  occa- 
fion  ferves.  [Exit. 


1  Scene  2,  Ccvent-Garden.  Letter. 


Hare.  MelanchoUy  is  either  the  dregs  of  Sicknefs  or  Lore,  and  may 
properly  be  term’d  the  poifonof  life,  and  the  odium  of  Society,  for  a 

.  "  Man 

■  '  "  ...  ■:  •'"  '  .  ,  -  -  - 
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Man  of  wit  that  is  melancholly,  and  fays  nothing,  is  in  my  opinion,  as 
nnnecefiary  a  Creature,  as  a  man  that  wants  wit,  and  fays  every  thing. 

Mm  I  have  as  few  pretenfions  to  Melancholly,  as  to  the  Wit  you 
fpeak  of*,  the  one  difagreeing  with  my  Conftitution,  and  the  other 
furpaffing  my  Capacity.  ’Tis  true,  1  am  fomewhat  troubled  at  the  re¬ 
ceipt  of  a  Paper  here,  which  is  the  reafon  my  face  is  not  dreft  in  my 
wonted  air :  but  1  think  ’twill  hardly  induce  me  to  be  very  melancholly. 

Barr.  A  paper!  prithee,  whatis’f,  a  Challenge 

Man.  No,  Sir,  lhave  good  fortune  feldom*to  look  on  fuch  Mif- 
fives  as  Challenges  with  a  clouded  brow.  ’T is  a  Letter  from  a  ftran- 
ger  that  knows  my  Amours,  and  takes  the  confidence  upon  her  to  tell 
me  here,  My  Miftrefs  is  the  molt  inconftant  of  Women. 

Harr .  l’ielay  my  life,  a  malicious  defign  of  fome  Jilt  or  other,  that  ■ 
intends  you  for  her  particular  ufe. 

Man.  The  letter  difcovers  fome  affe&ion  in  the  writer:  but  my 
thoughts  can  never  carry  me  to  a  belief,  it  can  come  from  any  of  my 
former  Miftrefles :  for  1  know  none  of  ’em  is  acquainted  with  my  pre- 
fent  Intrigue - here  prithee  read  it. 


Harr.  Yi7  your  Sex  had  as  great  a  value  for  flncere  aff'eCHon,  as  for  in¬ 
reads.  JL  con  flawy,  you  woo'd  not  be  fo  ignorant  of  your  prefent  condition 9 
nor  cherijh  a  Serpent  that  delights  to  .fling  ye  ;  1  mean  your  Miftrefs,  who, 
to  my  knowledge ,  hates  ye,  as  much  as  another  loves  you,  whom  your  felf - 
will'd  indifference  has  made  miferable. 


I  confefs  this  is  Myftical :  yet  carries  a  greater  refemblance  of  truth 
then  firft  1  imagin’d.  1 

Man.  An  Oracle,  by  heaven:  and  the  Devil  is  fq  cunning,  that  with 
imaginary  doubts,  it  adds  an  intolerable  addition  to  my  misfortunes. 

Harr.  ’Tis  certainly  a  general  plague,  pertinent  to  all  Mankind ;  for 
1  have  a  Miftrefs  1  miftruft  too*  and  were  (he  not  extreamly  obliging 
when  1  am  with  her,  fhou’d  be  more  dubious:  For  1  never  came  to 
vilither,  but  fome  Kinfman  or  other  comes  to  interrupt  us :  fo  that 
certainly  lhe  mufthave  a  World  of  Relations,  or  elfe  1  have  this  Mif- 

fortune,  to  come  juft  at  their  hours  for  bufinefs - 

Man.  My  fate  to  a  tittle :  by  Heaven,  juft  fo  1  am  tormented.  I  am 
fearce  yet  within  doors — but  1  am  raolefted  with  fome  Unde  or  other. 

Harr.  She  calls  her  felf  Cleio ,  one  of  the  Mufes ;  and,  to  purfue  that 
humour,  1  went  to  viflt  h^r  lift  night,  and  ingag’d  three  or  four 
friends  to  entertain  her  with  a  Dance,  where  we  were  fain  to  ftay  an 
hour  e’re  we  cou’d  get  admittance. 

Mm  I  hope  at  laft  your  patience  was  well  rewarded,  by  her  kind 
acceptance  of  your  gallantry  ? 

Harr,  Indifferently :  She  appear’d  to  be  very  merry,  and  expreft  a 
graceful  thanks  for  the  diverfionl  gave  her  *,  for,  the  Truth  is,  1  ac~ 
cofted  her  in  this  manner,  the  more  to  endear  her  to  approve  my  paf- 

fion. 


» 


26  MADAM  FIC  KL  E 5  Or, 

lion,  1  having  that  very  morning  fpoke  with  one,  that  ignorantly  con- 
felt,  his  Father  brought  him  to  Town  upon  deflgn  to  Marry  her. 

Man.  That  was  a  lucky  difcovery.  I  hope  you  was  not  idle  in 
your  endeavour  of  fupplanting  him - 

Harr.  No  gad,  1  did  make^he  belt  on’t  1  cou’d  :  for  ]  went  inftantly 
to  her,  and  with  the  bed  Rhetorick  1  had,  endeavour’d  to  weed  the 
Fool  out  of  her  thoughts.  ’Twas  fortunes  bounty  alfo  to  me,  to  find 
her  at  leifure,  and  alone*,  for  had  her  Guardian  Uncle,  Sir  Arthur^ 
been  at  home,  it  had  been  impolT.ble  to  have  had  any  accefs,  to  her. 

Man.  who,  Sir !  Who  ?  pray  that  laft  again. 

Harr.  Sir  Arthur  Oldlove ,  the  Antiquary  here  in  Bridges- fi/eet  * 
fhe  is  his  Niece,  a  Widow,  an  approv’d  fortune. 

Man.  Hell  and  the  Devil  1  The  very  fame  Woman  I  have  fo  figh’d 
for:  but  1  fee  he’s  ignorant  that  1  am  his  Rival,  and  PI  get  all  1  can 
out  of  him,  that  1  may  have  the  more  to  upbraid  her  with :  Well, 
Sir,  you  made  a  happy  conclufion,  1  doubt  not  (he  was  kind  without 
fcrupie  afterwards,  hah— - 

Harr.  By  Heav’n,  kinder  than  1  expsded  :  (he  told  me,  1  had  the 
largeft  fhare  in  her  heart,  and  fpoke  the  fweeteft,  fofteft  things, 
Twcuid  melt  a  man  to  here.  I  prefented  her  a  pair  of  Diamond  Pen- 
danis,  which  flie  unwillingly  receiv’d  *,  and,  as  a  Crown  of  my  courtfhip, 
told  me  at  parting,  fhe  had  juft  before  thruft  away  an  impertinent* 
Suitor,  that  came  to  make  address,  purpofely  to  make  room  for  me. 

Man.  Very  well.  Dam  her,  fhe  entertains  a  Legion:  Pi  vifither  in- 
ftandy,  and  with  the  extreameft  Sentiments  of  rage  and  jealoufie, 
fhow’r  my  abided  thoughts  into  her  perfidious  breaft 

Harr.  What  fay’ft  thou,  was  it  not  pleafant?-  what  a  pox,  not  a 
word  ?  Methinks  thou  doftljot  relifh  my  difcourfe. 

Man.  As  well  as*a  Rival  can.  Sir :  One  that  has  the  fate  to  follow  the 
wheel  of  your  Chariot,  whilft  you  triumph  in  Loves  Empire :  Hark  ye, 
for  your  further  fatisfadion,  this  Woman  youfpeakof  is  my  Miftrifs 
too,  the  very  fame  perfon  intimated  in  this  Letter :  one  that  1  have 
•  Courr^d  this  fix  Months,  and  was  in  hopes  within  a  week  more  to 
have  Marry’d. 

Harr .  How,  Sir,  Marry’d  to  my  Miftrefs  ? 

Man.  Ay,  Sir,  to  our  general  Miftrefs  *,  for,  as  far  as  reafon  imbel- 
lifhes  my  judgment,  1  am  apt  to  believe  you,  and  1  come  but  in  the 
Reer  of  twenty  more.  .  * 

Harr .  Now  the  plots  unravell’d  :  1  begin  to  have  a  knowledge  of 
the  vifitant  Kinfman  that  us’d  to  molcfl  us. 

Man.  One  of  which  Pm  of  opinion  often  ufurp’d  your  fhape :  all  will 
out  at  laft,  Sir.  And,  Pm  refolv’d  Pie  not  reft  till  Ita  relolv’d,  that  1 
may  be  in  a' capacity  of  revenging  my  felf  in  the.Biood  of  , him  that 
dares  ufurp  my  right  in  her  affedion.  S-^x' -Mauly: 

Harr.  Fortune  was  a  damn’d  Jilt  to  make  medifcover  my  intrigue, 
nay  to  my  Rival,  the  onlynian  1  Ihould  coaceal  it  tipm.  Well,  1 

mull 
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tnuft  not  deep  in  this  bufinefs;  if  (he  be  falfe,  my  lofs  is  thelefs,  but,  if 
conftant, 

My  Sword  my  Rival’s  claims  mufi  ftrait  remove. 

Bravely  he  die  S' that  F'itfim  falls  to  Love.  ’  ' 

Enter  L.  Fickle,  Arbella,  and  Frier, dlove  difguis'd. 

Arh.  So  much  Beauty,  and  fo  many  attractive  Graces,  I  know  cannot, 
want  adorers:  but,  too  many  Lovers,  Madam,  in  my  opinion,  Is  like  too 
much  Money  *,  the  abundance  of  enjoying,  takes  away  the  plea  fur  e  of 
pofieffion . 

L.  Tick. s  What  you  call  much  Beauty  in  Me,  is  fo  little,  that  this  com¬ 
plement  you  make  me,  argues,  Madam,  a  'deleft  in  your  judgment :  and  as 
to  my  fervants,' which  you  call  my  adorers,  they  are  fo  few,  and  thofe 
fo  meanly  fetter’d,  that  I  am  beholden  to  fortune  more  than  Beauty,  for 
the  Credit  I  have  got  in  the  World. 

Arh.  Fy,  fy  •,  1  fvvear  you  wrong  your  felf :  your  perfections  are  the 
general  difeourfe  of  the  Town. 

Tick.  The  impertinence  of  Fops  and  Citizens - 3  man  of  wit  can 

find  a  better  fubjed.  *  _ 

Arh.  1  hope  you  think  my  Lord  Bellamore  a  Wit  5  and,  to.my  know¬ 
ledge,  you  are  the  only  Saint  he  adores :  a  pretty  man,  by  Heav’n,  tal), 
ftrait,  and  well  proportion’d,  only  a. little  vain,  and  intolerable  Tal¬ 
ker, -that’s  his  worft  fault. 

Fici.  Now  is  this,  to  my  knowledge,  a  Lye  of  her  own  invention, 
The  manftrous  effe&s  of  envy  apd  jealoufie -  v  £ Aftde . 

Arh .  The  hapginefs-  1  with  you,  you  may  guefs  in  the  contentment  1 
fhall  receive  in  feeing  you  fo  well  marry ’d. 

Tick.  If  conftan’ey  and  immaculate  afFedion  may  merit  happinefs,  I 
doubt  not  but  to  have  as  large  a  portion  as  another:  but  want  of  defert 

makes  me  fufped  th’event,  although  1  know  he  loves  me - This  . 

Fearches  hzY«—  [ ‘Afide . 

Arh.  InfufFerable !  confeffion !  Oh  I  cou’d  kill  her.  £ Afide . 

Tick . .  Happy  chance !  Fee  yonder  he  comes. 

Arh.  Hie  take  my  leave. 

Mick±  Oh  fy  !  By  no  means,  Madam,  pray  flay  a  little  longer. 

Arh.  I  will  not  for  the  World.  Some  other  time  1’le  give  you  a  rea- 
fon.  Till  when,  your  humble  Servant, 

Enter  Bellamore,  as  f he  goes  out ,  meets  her. 

Bell .  Madam  1  the  Park’s  unhappy,  fo  foon  to  lofe  the  pleafure  of  your 

company.  .  Arh.  Yourear  my  Lord-- - -  [ [Wh/fpers « 

-  Fick.  There  is  certainly  fome  plot  contriving,  her  wheadling  me  and 
whifperiftg  with  him,  fufficiently  declares  it :  and,  by  Heaven,  l’le  fearch 
into  the  depth  of  Magick,  but  1’ie  find  it  out  1  am  already  Fufficiently 
prepared  with  arguments:  and,  the  more  difficulty  lies  in  the  matter, 
the  better  ’tis  often  performed  :  hard  fhifts,  and  dangerous  plots  fuit  Wo¬ 
mens  wits  better  than  dull  adventures*,  and  whiift  in  tediou  fearch  dull 
men  run  on?  armed  by  one  minutes  thought,  the  thing  L  done. 

E  'wi.  %  Sell. 
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Bell.  To  morrow.  Madam,  I  will  not  fail- — —  [Ex.  Arb. 

Now  if  you  had  fo  much  Divinity  in  you,  as  would  amount  to  a  fcruple 
of  Confcience,  you’d  be  in  a  continual  fear  of  future  ilJ^  for  drawing 
me  from  the  innocent  Converfation  of  this  Lady. 

Fick.  The  innocent  Converfation ! 

Bell.  Ay,  Madam.  She’s  a  Soul  faving  Creature,  a  female  Moralifr, 
her  difcourfe  is  a  continual  Sermon,  and  has  the  fame  influence  that  an 
Ague  has  upon  me,  1  do  fo  tremble. 

Fic\  I  imagined  it  a  kind  of  quaking  Zeal,  never  durable  an  hour. 

Bell,  Jack  Mdnly^  thine,  Dear  Rogue ! 

Enter  Manly, 

Man.  What  Melancholly !  qualrmfh !  The  fling  of  a  debauch  laft 
night  1  warrant. 

Fick.  By  Heav’n,  my  t’other  Suitor.  ’Twas  happy  1  brought  my 

Mafque - This  will  dilguife  me - -  *  [Puts  on  her  Mafque. 

Man .  In  one  Senfe  you  are  right ;  for.  Loves  great  influence  confider’d 
nearly,  is  but  a  debauch,  and  we  our  felves  the  Parafites  that  footh  it. 

Bell.  ’Ti'sfo:  and  therefore  why  fhou’d  men  of  honour,  that  practice 
the  diflindion,  and  know  better,  refent  its  treachery  :  Prithee,  what  is 
it,.  Jack* 

Man .  A  thing  of  nothing,  and  yet  every  thing  that  cou’d  torment 
me !  Oh  that  dull  appetite  (hon’d  make  a  Monarch  of  the  (lave  of  Nature, 
to  tyrannize  over  that  noble  Soul  that  gave  it  firil  its  being. 

Bell  Dangerous  refentments,  by  Heav’n,  Jacks  but  prithee  difeover, 
come,  be  genuine.  .  - 

Man.  i  receiv’d  a  Letter  this  Morning  from  a  flranger,  skill’d  it  feems 
in  my  Amour,  full  of  invedives  again#  my  Celia  j  efpecially  of  her  in- 
conftancy.  This  1  con fefs  troubled  me,  for  the  reafons  urg’d  j  it  had 
fome  appearance  of  Truth :  And  afterward  conferring  with  young  Jolli - 
many  whole  misfortune  feem’d  to  fuit  with  mine,  he  made  fo  ample  a 
difeovery,  that  1  found  we  were  Rivals,  and  that  this  falfeone  carre# 
him  more  than  me :  and,  in  all  probability,  entertains  feveral  others. 

This  put  me  into  fb  extravagant  a  rage,  that  had  not  my  curiofity  of 
knowing  the  truth,  ty’d  ray  hand,  my  Sword  had  pleaded  ray  intercity 

1  a rr,  going  now  to  her  Lodging  to  be  refolv’d - 

Fick.  If  he  had' fee  n  me  now,  here  had  been  fine  work  !  How  near  are 
mv  plots  to  difeovery  ?  [Afide. 

Bell,  Gad  ’tis  a  bufinefs  of  importance. 

Man.  So  much,  that  by  Heaven  1  am  refolved  to  fearch  it  through/ 

'  *  [Exit. 

Pick.  O  l  now  will  1  inftantly  home,  and  perfwade  him,  that  ail  is 

falfe,  and  only  the  motions  of  envy.  Come,  my  Lord,  (hall  we  go - 

Vorel ,  bid  the  Coachman  come  round  to  St.  James's  Gate. 

Beil .  What  is  that  Fellow  ?  I  never  faw  him  before. 

Fick.  Sir  .Arthur  entertain’d  him  in  his  fervice  to  day,  to  look  to  his  | 
aceornpt.  Bell.  And  brulh  his  antiquities - ha,  ha,  ha. 

\  .  "  .  '  Pick*  1 
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Fick,.  Never  was  man  fo  befotted :  he  dares  not  fleep  o’nights  for  fear 
of  Thieves. 

Bell.  Dam  him  and  his  okl  Imaginations :  Let  us  mind  our  own  bufi- 
nefs :  Gome,  let’s  to  the  Mulberry  Garden ;  1  ha’  not  treated  ybu  this 
week :  Methinks  we  live  already  as  we  were  Marry’d,  not  a  word  of 
Love  in  a  whole  Scene  of  Difcourfe. 

Fick,  ’Tis  better  i’th’  Heart  than  in  the  Tongue }  befides,  from  a 
Man  of  Quality,  Love  has  fo  itrange  a  found:  no,  in  my  opinion,  the 
Eyes  are  the  belt  Orators,  and  now  and  then  the  Serious  Look,  With  a 
(hort  llgh  for  a  Prologue.  Bell.  Thus!  ha! 

Fick.  and  fometimes  the  exalting  the  hand  to  the  lip,  with  a  (horfc 
Kifs  and  away.  Bell.  Thus.*  •  C Rifles  her • 

Enter  Manly. 

Man.  Now  I  con fider  better,  1  (hail  have  occafion  to  be  punctual  to 
an  hour  :  My  Lord,  prithee  lend  me  your  Watch:  hah- — .blood and 
death!  What  do  I  fee? 

Fick.  Return’d  agen!  this  was  a  curs’d  tritkof  Fate. 

Man.  Ungrateful  Traitrefs!  now7  1  plainly  fee  (all.  1  have  heard  is 
true.)  Perfideous  Celia :  more  falfe  than  Grocodils,  that  mourn  the  (lain, 
and  yet  delight  to  kill  ’em  :  Do  you  not  blufh  ?  Are  you  fo  arm’d  with 
impudence,  this  object  cannot  ftartle.ye?  this  beguil’d  objed,  that 
bath’d  his  paffion  in  warm  Tears  of  Blood,  and  laid  it  at  your  feet,  de¬ 
ceitful  Celia . 

BeU.  Celia !  What  a  miftake  is  this,  by  Heaven  my  Friend’s  mad. 

Fick 1  Now  wit  affift  me,  or  I’m  Jolt.  Mad - Why  d’ee  not  fee’t  ? 

Look,  look  how  his  Eyes  roll ;  how  pale  his  lips  are  *,  fee  how  his 
Perriwig  (tares  with  his  wild  paffion  his  hands  and  body  tremble.  Oh 
this  Celia's  a  cruel  wretch. 

Man.  Ah,  perfedion  of  ill :  Wou’d  you  convert  your  infamy  ?  Dif- 
guife  your  faiffiood  in  my  fhroud  of  madnefs  ?  No,  no  *,  it  (hall  not  do. 
Madam,  all  jfhall  out,  auure  your  felf  it  (hall; 

Fick,  So  handfome,  fo  well  comps’d  a  man  :  Oh  Heavens,  what  pity 
’tis  :  run,  my  Lord,  run  to  the  Gate,  and  call  your  Footmen  to  fetch 
a  Dodor  y  two  hours  in  fuch  a  fit  will  kill  him- 

Man.  Stay,  my  Lord,  and  hear  me— 1’lldifcover  all - This  Lady — 

Fick f  Ah,  delay  not  a  minute,  as  you  love  his  life !  [Shreeks  oar . 

My  Lord* - away,  'away. 

Bell.  Poor  Manly ,  tfiou  (halt  not  die  for  want  of  fo  final!  a  Cour- 
tefie.  [Exit.  1 

Man.iW t\\y  Madam,  what’s  your  defign  in  this?  what  new  plot  is 
contriving?  ‘  '  • 

Fick,  Oh  Heaven/  Am  1  thus  requited?  Sir,  1  never  expeded  fuch 
an  adion  from  you:  Was  there  no  way  to  augment  my  raifery  but 
this?  b  Weeps. 

Man .  Yourmifery  !  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Yourmifery!  — • 

\  Fick *  You  know  well  enough,  that  this  is  the  perfonmy  Un$le  defigns 

£  2  ,  to 
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to  Marry  me,  and  that  ’tis  impoffible  for  me  ever  to  fee  you,  if  he 
knows  you  are  his  Rival. 

Man.  Hah,  this  may  be  true  \  for  he  has  formerly  told  me  fometking 
of  an  Intrigue  like  this:  Well,  fuppofe  this  true.  Madam,  1  am  fure  Mr.  Jol- 
liman  is  a  perfon  not  interefted  in  your  Uncles  favour,  though  in  yours. 

Fick.  In  mine!  That  an  impertinent  Serenador,  only  accepted  for 
the  Company’s  fake  he  brought  with  him,  (hou’d  have  the  impudence  to 
talk  thus. 

Man.  He  protefted  it  to  me  a  truth,  and  fwore  your  extravagant  fa¬ 
vour  exceeded  his  hopes-  . 

Fick .  And  you  believ’d  it:  Well,  I’le  take  care  with  whom  I  trufl 


my  heart  agen - -  ...  [fVeej os. 

Man.  Ugh,  1  can  hardly  believe  this*,  yet  fure  thefe  tears  are  real,  it 
mull:  be  fo — Come,  ldo  believe  thee,  forgive  me  Celia  $  and  confider 
how  infupportable  is  Jealoufie  lodg’d  in  a  Lovers  breaft. 

Fick .  If  T  had'not  hit  of  this  plot,  whatftiou’d  we  have  done  then  ? 
I  warrant  you  won’t  believe  l  love  you  yet. 

Man .  By  this  I  do,  thou  hall  confirm’d  it  in  me. 

Fick .  Pe’l  come  back  immediately,  and  1  wou’d  not  have  him  fee 
you  for  the  World,  therefore  be  gone,  I’ll  exped  you  this  Evening  at 
my  Uncles. 

Man.  f  will  not  fail  you,  Sweet,  I  am  glad  it  happens  thus.  [Exit. 

FicI^  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

-  Thus  with  the  fnowy  Veil  of  Innocence, 

Contriving  Women  cover  their  pretence ; 

When  Women  weep,  look  Gallants,  for  furprize, 

For  all  deceit  lies  drench’d  in  wat’ry  eyes- 


Enter  Bdiamore  and  Footman. 


Bell.  There’s  a  Coach  ready  at  the  Park  Gate.  How  now,  where  is  he  ? 

Pick-  Ah  !  gone,  gone,  all  my  intreaties  could  not  flay  him,  frighted,  1 
believe,  at  my  naming  a  Dodor  y  1  faw  him  crofs  the  Matt,  but  in  fuch  a 
ftrange  pcfture,  chat  caus’d  both  pity  and  admiration  in  all  that  beheld 
him.  1 

Bell .  Poor  Jack,  1  fee  the  fits  of  Madnefs  are  as  fudden,  as  fchofe  of 
Love,'  and  commonly  work  the  fame  effects.  Fate  keep  me  from  the  tryal 
of  it;  for  Excefs  in  any  thing  is  a  perfed  torment,  efpeciaily  this  Mo- 
difh  Paflion  we  Men  fo  hunt  after,  and  which  is  fo  generally  admir’d, 
though  conducing  to  Madnefs — — 

Fie  that  of  Loves  ripe  Joys  takes  over -me af lire, 

Abates  his  Blifs ,  and  lofes  half  the  pie  a  fare. 

The  End  of  the  Third  Ad 


[Exit. 
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ACT.  IV.  SCENE  I, 

jfU'  /  •  v 

Enter  Sir  Arthur,  Tilbury,  Jolliman,  and  Friendlove,  al.  Dorel. 

Sir  Artk.  1  /|  Rgc  me  no  more.  Sir,  you  have  my  anfwer,  my  final  and 
,  UL  my  punctual  anfwer,  1  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  bu- 
finefs  j  nor  (hall  my  Neece  join  iflue  with  a  man  fo  wild,  and  fo  unfortu¬ 
nate.  St  Jeromes  tears  fpilt,  my  treafure,  my  chiefeft  treafure  loft,  a 
blefling  which  this  forty  Years  we  cheri(h’d,fnatcht  from  me  iri  aninftant ! 
oh  unparallell’d  misfortune  !  I  fay,  let  him  forbear  my  houfe. 

Tilb.  Well,  of  a  Knight,  and  a  Juft  ice  of  Peace,  this  is  thefimplefl 
man  of  Worfhip  1  ever  law  ;  good  Sir,  let  it  not  fo  nearly  concern  you 
you  (hail  have  rdtitution,  by  St  Jago  I’ll  fell  half  my  Eftate,  but  I’ll  make 
you  amends  *,  What  a  Pox,  d'ce  think  I’ll  he  ungrateful  ? 

Sir  Artk.  Half  your  Eftate !  a  pretty  Proportion  ;  ’sbud,  Sir,  the 
Grand  Signior’s  Revenue  would  not  purchafe  a  drop  on’f. 

Joll.  A  very  coftly  Liquor,  by  Mahomet  •  1  think  that  Turkjfli  Oath 
founds  well — -hah— — 

Sir  Arth.  Old  Oaths  are  not  to  be  defpis’d,  Sir  j  therefore  by  Mcl- 
chinedecb ,  which,  1  conceive,  was  well  thought  on,  my  refolution’s  fixt, 
your  Son  (hall  be  a  ftranger  to  my  houfe,  my  Daughter  is  not  for  him, 
tell  him  fo^  ’zlid  fhou’d  he  come  here,  within  a  Week  1  fhoold  have  my 
ancient  Medals  of  the  Romans  plaid  off  at  Gaming-houfes. 

Tilb ,  Sir,  upon  my  Reputation,  he  knows  not  what  belongs  to  a  Ga- 
ming-houfev  alas,  Sir  /  You  are  ignorant  of  his  Principles,  he’s  Coun¬ 
trey-bred,  Sir - Countrey  Learning,  Country  Manners,  and  Country 

Wit;  ’sbodikins,  he  knows  nothing  of  the  Town. 

Sir  Artk .  But  he  may  know  every  thing  in  time,  Sir-,  and  Pi]  harbour 
no  perfon  within  my  doors,  vvfiofe  future  knowledge  is  more  dangerous 
than  his  prefent. 

Joll.  lldsbores,  a  neceflary  Maxim.  • 

'  Sir  Artk.  Trouble  your  felf  no  more,  Sir,  my  Will  is  my  Law:,  and 
tho’  I  am  a  Juftice  of  the  Peace  and  Quorum,  1  think  my  proceedings  in 
this  both  necefiary  and  judicial— My  Niece  is  an  Heirefs^  and  there  is 
great  care  requir’d  in  herbeftowing;  norlhallmy  Daughter  match  into 
a  Family,  when  1  give  iuch  evident  proofs  cf  my  dillike.  Mr  Tilbury, 
you,  as  being  my  old  acquaintance,  (hall  be  welcome  to  my  houfe*,  but 
give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  my  eyes  are  open’d  to  your  Sons  folly  y  you 
underftand  me,  1  do  not  like  their  tricks,  Sir. 

Tilb.  Tricks,'  Sir ! - 1  find  ’tis  you  have  your  tricks,  Sir — But  by 

St.  J^oi’le  go  Fee  my  Lawyer  immediately,  force  (hall  compel  what  good 
words  cannot  perfwade  ;  and  I’ve  a  Bag  of  old  Harry  Croats  have  lay’n 
by  me  thefe  twenty  Years,  which  i’ll  fcatter  amongft  the  Gownmer, 
rather  than  be  thus  abus’d.  .  .  .  .  [£*  Tilb. 

Sir  Artk .  Old  Harry-Grmsl  What  pity  7tis  fo  meritorious  an  Antiqui¬ 
ty  fhould  be  fo  ill  impioy’d  —  is  he  gone  ?  *  Dorr . 
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Dorr.  Yes,  Sir - juft  turn’d  the  corner  of  the  ftreet,  in  fo  hafty  and 

difcompos’d  a  manner,  that  it  argues  him  plotting  fome  bofinefsof  im¬ 
portance. 

Sir  Arth.  Wcu’d  he  were  here  agOn.  Now  wou’d  1  rather  his  Son 
fhould  have  my  Daughter,  than  that  he  fhould  wafte  any  of  that  preci¬ 
ous  money. 

Joll.  Let  it  go.,  let  it  go,  there’s  enough  to  be  had  in  Lumberftreet :  But 
Sir  Arthur ,  to  my  prefent  affair ;  fince  you  have  been  fo  generous  to  deny 
him  your  Daughter,  1  hope  my  addrefs  may  be  fuccefsful. 

Sir  Arth.  Troth,  Sir,  Hope  is  very  necefiary  in  this  affair  ;  and  if  you 
can  but  hope  my  Daughter  will  like  your  Perfon  and  Years,  as  well  as  1 
like  your  Eftate,  your  Hope  will  have  as  ample  a  Field  to  range  in,  as 
any  mans  1  know. 

Joll.  My  Perfon  and  Years - Why,  Sir,  ’ris  impoflible  fne  fhou’d 

diflike  it;  whatever  my  Years  are,  1  afture  you  my  Imagination  is  but 
One-and-twenty. 

Sir  Arth.  But,  Sir,  in  the  fpaceof  a  week,  the  ftrength  of  your  Ima¬ 
gination  will  be  worn  away,  and  your  Perfon  will  be  left  to  the  delibe¬ 
rate  age  of  Eight-and-fifty,  a  month  or  two  over. 

Joll .  No,  \is  three  months  under,  by  my  faith,  Sir  Arthur ,  and  what 
then  ?  with  me  ’tis  an  age  of  z  i  •,  Look  in  my  face.  Sir,  obferve  how  the 
blood  mounts ;  here,  here’s  your  Completion,  without  art,  fucus,  or 

any  thing - Then,  Sir,  perufe  my  perfon - Hah — -I  think  1  am 

well  fen— Hem' — -And  as  found  as  another  man — Befides,  1  can  talk 
well,  walk  well,  and  make  water  well — ‘-which,  udsbores,  is  as  provo¬ 
king  a  quality  as  any  man  is  Mafter  of.  - 

Sir  Arth.  Sir,  in  a  young  man  1  confefsthefe  are  additions  *,  but  a  man 
that  has  the  misfortune  to  decline  into  the  Vale  of  Years,  were  he  real¬ 
ly  Mafter  of  all  this,  wou’d  not  get  credit  with  the  world,  he  would 
not  be  believed. 

Joll.  Not  believ’d  1  Sir,  my  Actions  fhall  give  continual  demonftrati- 
on,  I  am  notin  the  Catalogue  of  your  infirm  Perfons;  my  Back,  Sir, 
is  ftrong,  my  Body  active  ^  nor  has  my  infirmity  been  fo  much  my  Foe, 
to  abate  any  part  of  my  vigour :  But  1  can  Run,  Wreftle,  Fight,  or 
Play  a  Game  at  Tennis  with  any  Spark  i’th’  City,  and  let  the  World 
rub.  To  confirm  you,  you  fhall  fee  me  do’t~- (Not  believ’d  •' )  lldsbores 
you  fhall  fee  me  Ride  the  Great  Horfe,  or  jump  over  a  Stick  for  the 
King  of  England. 

Sir  Arth.  Well,  Sir,  I  will  confider  on’t- — In  the  mean  time  addrefs 
your  felf  to  my  Daughter  ^  come,  you  fhall  fup  with  me:  Dorrel^  if  any 
one  ask  for  me — I  am  not  at  leifure- — be  careful,  and  let  no  eye  be 
Spe&ator  of  my  Rarities  without  my  knowledge,  come.  Sir — 

Dorrel  manet. 

Dorrel.  The  uncertain  Dice  of  Fate. thus  far  run  well,  andmyde- 

ligns  are  profperous - My  difguife,  fhroud  to  my  troubled  mind  as  well 

as  perfon,  fecures  me  yet  from  knowledge  \  and  my  eye  attains  the  li¬ 
berty 
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berty  to  gaze  at  all  her  adtions,  and  yetpafs  undifcover’d— Oh  curs’d 
Jeaioufie,  how  crooked  are  thy  paths  / 

Enter  Bellamore  and  Arbella. 

Bell .  llnconftant,  and  to  me !  by  Heaven  ’tis  fo  ftrange  a  Notion, 
that  methink*  ’tis  incredible.  , 

Arb.  And  why  incredible?  Lord  how  you  Men  are  deceiv’d  in  your 
opinion-  You  term  your  (elves  Princes  and  Lords  of  Nature,  imagining 
the  eafie  tempers  of  Women,  (laves  to  your  nobler  quality  :  and  yet  for 
all  your  pretences,  to  my  knowledge  fome  of  you  are  often  miftaken. 

Bell.  Well,  if  (he  be  falfe - 

Arb .  What  then  ? 

Bell.  Why  then  (lie’s  damn’d,  that’s  one  Comfort  however  ^  but,  Ma¬ 
dam,  this  extraordinary  favour  in  you,  obliges  mein  gratitude  to  a  re¬ 
turn.  Shall  1  wait  on  you  to  your  Lodging  ?  by  Heav’n  1  hate  ingrati¬ 
tude.  Come,  Madam,  what  fatisfadion  ? 

Arb.  Such  a  queftioato  a  mercenary  Spirit,  might  perhaps  be  accept¬ 
ed  under  the  Notion  of  gratitude,  but  you  having  a  perfed  knowledge 
of  my  quality,  and  obliging  temper,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  my 
Lord,  ’ewas  very  unbecoming,  efpecially  from  the  mouth  of  a  Man  of 
Honour. 

Bell.  I  gad  1  mean  it  cordially,  and  if  my  fervice - 

Arb*  Hold,  Sir,  y’are  obferv’d,  yonder’s  Sir  Arthur's  Man,  from  him 
you  may  doubtlefs  learn  the  truth  of  all,  my  prefence  will  be  unnecefla- 
ry,  therefore  I’ll  withdraw — So,  1  hope  this  will  wean  him —  [Ex, 
Dorr .  This  is  one  of  her  Suitors,  now  for  a  new  difeovery,  and  I’m 
refolv’d  to  be  prepared  for  him— — Your  Lordlhips  humble  Servant— 
Bell .  Dorrel ,  Come  hither,  I’ve  fome  bufinefs  with  thee. 

Dorr.  ’Tis  too  much  Honour,  my  Lord. : 

Bell.  I  long  have  looks  on  thee  as  on  a  Man  above  the  Common  Pile 
of  Menial  Servants*,  and  fince  1  know  thee  fuch,  1  dare  requeft  a  fecr«c 
from  thy  tongue,  to  me  of  great  importance ;  Come,  i’li  bind  thee  to 

me  in  golden  Fetters  *,  (hall  I  trull  to  thee -  [Gives  a  Pnrfe. 

Dorr.  I  am  your  Lordfhips  Creature,  and  if  my  ability  extend  to  ferve 
your  Lordfhip,  1  am  proud  on’t. 

Sure  he  has  not  difeover’d  me.  ^  ,  [A fide) 

Bell.  I’ll  try  thee  inilantly.  The  truth  is,  Dorrely  1  am  grown  jealous  of 
my  Miftrefs,  fever  al  Reports  declare  (he  is  inconftant ;  and  tho’  I  do  not 
pofitively  believe  'em,  yet  Gad  1  mud  confefs  they  trouble  me  \  now  1 
know  thou  halt  a  Catalogue  of  all  her  Suitors,  and  know’ll  all  her  In¬ 
trigues,  prithee  difclofe  ’em,  am  1  the  Man  or  no,  or  has  (Jie  others  ? 
Dorr.  This  is  fo  dangerous  a  point,  my  Lord,  I  know  not  how  to 

anfwer.  ■  •  '  | 

Bell.  Fear  nothing,  but  fpeak  to  th’  purpofe  *,  I’ll  be  fo  much  thy 
Friend,  thou  (halt  not  need  to  fear  the  Frowns  of  any. 

Dorr.  My  Lord,  there  is  one  Mr.  Manly  comes  hither  often. 

Bell.  So,  who  clfe  ? 

•  » Dorr . 
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Dorr .  And  one  Mr.  Jollimm ;  l  heard  her  fwear  one  night  (he’d  marry 

him.  .  •  V-  . 

Bell.  Very  good,  prithee  proceed— oh  perfidious  Tray trefs  /  [A fide. 

Dorr.  Now  has  he  a  freeting  Fever  on  him,  Several  others  there  are, 
my  Lord,  that  vifit  her  as  pretenders  ;  but  with  what  fucctfs  1  .kndw 
not :  one  of  ’em  1  heard  her  appoint  to  vifit  her  to  night  ;-  and  becaufe 
you  Lordthip  (hall  fte  how  willing  1  am  to  ferve  a  Perfon  of  fo  much 
worth - -Follow  me,  and  i’ll  place  you,  where  you  (hail,  unfeen,  hear 

gll  their  Court  (hip-  .  *  ' 

Bell.  Do  that,  I  am  thine  for  ever. 

Dorr.  More  then  that  owes  Tribute  to 
Lord- — < — - 


your  bounty  j  Come  my 

[Exit. 


Enter  Manly  WConftantia. 

Man.  Can  this  be  real,  Madam  ? 

Confi.  True  as  Heav’n; 

I  fwear  [lie  is  the  falfeft  of  her  Sex, 

Defigning  Love  upon  fallacious  terms. 

Without  a  fpark  of  Paflion  or  Defire 
To  poflefs  him  that  Courts  her - , . 

Man.  Perjur’d  Creature, 

Oh  Heav’n,  that  Providence  gave  Man  a  heart 
To  lofe  in  fuch  Abyfs  of' Treachery  ! 

But,  Madam,  is  there  no  occular  proof  to  be  given  of  this  ? 

Confi.  There  is,  Sir;  and  to  that  purpofe  I  brought  you  hither  y 
My  Chamber  joyns  to  hers,  whence  from  a  private  Clofet  door  you 
may  hear  all;  one  of  her  Suitors  is  now  with  her,  and  by  their  difeourfe 
you  may  foon  guefs  the  truth  of  her  treachery;  for  doubtlefs  ’twill  be 
amorous  enough,  and  very  finable  to  fuch  an  adventure. 

Man.  O  Dam  her!  Dam  her!  is  this  her  Conftancy !  Madam,  the 
Debt  of  Gratitude  1  owe  you  for  this  diicovery,  is  fo  far  above  my  pre- 
fent  ability- — * 

Confi .  Good,  Sir,  no  more  of  that - but  follow  me— 

Man.  All  her  feign’d  Carefles  come  to  this'  a  Curfe  upon  the  Sex — - 
Madam,  1  wait  your  leifure.  '  [Ex.  Ambo. 

Scene  difeovers  L.  Fickle  in  a  morning  Gown ,  and  Harry  fitting. 

L.  Fkki  And  cou’d  you  credit  fo  ridiculous  an  Affeveration,  knowing 
how  tender  my  Carefles  have  been  to  ye  M  thought  my  actions  might 
have  given  you  fuffkient  demonftration  of  my  conftancy. 

Harr.  By  Heav’n  1  never  doubted  it,  1  confefs  1  was  a  little  furpriz’d 
to  hear  him  fay  he  was  at  the  expence  of  fix  months  Courtfhip,  and  with¬ 
in  a  week  more  it  was  to  terminate  in  Marriage.  But  now  you  have 
told  me  his  intrigue  with  Madam  Confiantiay  1  am  very  fenflble  of  the 

miftake - -  .  .  - 

L.  Ficl^  Had  1  not  told  •  you,  1’le  lay  my  Life  you  wou’d  ha’  been 


Harr ,  No,  no,  Faith  1  fhou’d not- — -jealous! know  ihave  no 
“  .  ‘  “  caufe. 
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caul?,  thou  art  the  Heav’n  of  truth,  and  in  thy  breaft  Aftrea  reigns  and 
triamps,  Sufpedt  thy  Faith !  what  Fiend  cou’d  be  fo  envious  ?  I*le  prove 
thy  Conftancy  as  firm  as  Fate,  and  agaioft  all  defend  it. 

L.  Fick .  So,  1  think  1  have  carry’d  matters  rarely.  £ Afids . 

*.  Harr.  But,  Madam,  pardon  me,  if  1  prefume  to  ask  you  why  our  in¬ 
terview  is  to  be  thus  i’th’  dark  ? 

L .  Fick,  ’Tis  becaufe  Sir  Arthur  coming  often  into  the  next  Room, 
feeing  a  Light  here,  will  be  Very  apt  to  come  and  difturb  us. 

Ham  ’Sdeath - I’ve  ignorantly  left  my  Sword  and  Gloves  upon 

the  Table  there,  which  fhou’d  he  come  in,  would  infallibly  difcover  my 

being  here - -I’ll  go  fetch  ’em  immediately. - -  [Ex.  Har. 

Enter  Nurfe  (with  a  Light )  in  a  Morning  Gown . 

L.  Fick .  How  now.  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Nur.  Ohfweet,  Madam - ugh— 1  am  fo  out  of  breath,  there’s  the 

faafeft  plot  contriving - - 

L .  Fick .  A  Plot  1  Prithee  what  Plot  ? 

Nur.  Where’s  the  Gentleman  ?  get  him  into  another  Room,  or  you’ll 
both  be  difcover’d  immediately. 

L.  Fick.  How  prithee?  by  what  means? 

Nur .  Madam,  Conftantia  has  watch’d  you  all  this  night,  with  an  intent 
to  betray  you*,  1  faw  her  bring  Mr.  Manly  into  her  Chamber,  I’m  con¬ 
fident  withdefign  to  place  him  where  he  may  hear  the  difcourfe  ’cwixt 
you  and  the  Gentleman. 

L.Fick.  Manly  brought  hither  by  Conftantia  l  her  envy  now  is  appa¬ 
rent - What  (hall  1  do,  Nurfe  ? 

Nur.  Alas  1  i  know  not — Fire  the  Houfe,  1  think,  and  fay  y.ou.call’d 
him  in  for  help. 

L.  Fick,  No,  fo  dangerous  a  Remedy  mult  not  be  try’d— -Hum- — 

1  have  it- — Sit  you  down,  and  perfonate  me,  our  Gowns  are  alike - - 

-  and  in  the  dark  there  can  be  no  difference  in  Faces — He’s  in  the  next 
Room,  looking  for  his  Sword,  when  he  comes,  feign  my  voyce,  and 
Carefs  him  like  a  Lover  ^  in  the  mean  time  1*1!  go,  and  with  a  Counter¬ 
plot  deceive  both  Manly  and  Conftantia . 

Profper  defigns,  and  by  this  A  &  I’ll  try 

Which  is  the  Witty* ft  Falfe  Oney  She  or  I—  Exit  with 

-  '  the  light » 

Nurfe  fits  in  the  Chair. 

Nur ,  Well,  I’ve  known  the  time  when  I’ve  employ’d  my  felf  in  fuch 

an  Adventure  with  a  better  Will - But  however  I’ll  warrant  He  fit 

him  with  a  Repartee - 1  am  not  fo  old,  but  1  can  Repartee  as  well  as 

another,  if  occafion  ferve. 

Enter  Harry  with  a  Sword. 

Harr.  ’Tis  fo  dark,  that  igad  1  could  hardly  find  the  Table.  Where 
art  thou  my  Dear  ?  . 

Nur .  Here  my  Dear. 

Harr .  I  have  bin  often  thinking  on  the  produ&s  of  time  and  have 

F  often 
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often  wonder’d  how  they  employ’d  themfelves  before  the  Deluge*--— — 
When  Love  was  like  the  ftorming  of  a  Caftle,  attain’d  by  violence, 
not  as  now,  with  fair  words,  addrefs,  and  infinuation  ;  Men  were  not 

then  fuch  Fools  to  kifs  a  Glove - fall  on  their  knees  and  figh- - • 

igad  they  were  wifer  in  thofe  days - —  ^  .  [Kijfes  an&  embraces  her. 

Nur.  Fie,  fie,  1  proteft  you  are  not  civil - -D’ee  know  who  1 

am- - — 

Enter  Manly  (peeping)  and  Conftantia. 

Confi.  D’ee  hear ’em.  Sir - -They’re  yonder  in  th’  Alcove. 

Man,  1  do,  Madam,  and  am  fufiiciently  confirm’d  in  her  treachery  ; 
but  hufii— — let’s  obferve. 

Confi .  Sir,  l’le  go  and  get  a  Coach  to  the  Garden-gate,  that  you  may 
get  away  undifeover’d - 1  think - 

This  was  well  plotted - —  #  ^  ^  [Ex.  Confi  an. 

Nur.  1  proteft  methinks  your  carriage  is  too  Licentious,  and  in  my 

opinion  you  treat  me  ill - -Your  Love  (hou’d  ftill  be  cloathed  with 

a  refped  due  to  my  Youth  and  Beauty — —But  1  vow  you’re  fo  wan¬ 
ton— - - 

Man .  Very  well - file’ll  deny  this  anon - -  [Afide. 

Harr .  Can  any  ill  arrive  from  fo  much  Love  ?  1  fwear  there  cannot,. 
Madam;  your  Charms  -are  ingraven  in  my  heart,  and  in  my  foul  your 

Virtues - 1  die  when  yqu  are  abfent,  and  ’tis  your  influence  that  raifes 

me  from  death  to  new-born  life,  and  makes  me  currant  from  the  drofs 
of  Nature.  - 

Nur.  Give  me  no  caufe  to  doubt  what  you  have  faid,  1  then  (hall  be 
contented  ;  but  1  proteft  you  Men  are  fo  fubjeft  to  flatter,  and  we  poor 
tender  young  Creatures  are  fo  apt  to  believe,  that  it  often  proves  very 
prejudicial - — 

Man.  She  doubts  his  Love — oh  death— 1  (hall  want  patience- — . 

Harr.  To  flatter  thee— by  Heav’n  ’tis  a  thing  fo  far  from  me,  1  hardly 
know  its  meaning :  Let  Parafites,  fuch  as  get  Breed  by  fawning,  flatter 
their  Patrons:  Let  the  empty  Fop,  that’s  fenfible  of  fome  defe<ft  in 
Nature,  and  fees  the  little  beauty  in  his  Miftrifs,  flatter  her  to  exalt  it  \ 
but  in  me  it  wou’d  appear  a  Crime  unpardonable,  your  Lufture  wants  no 
foils;  but  like  a  Diamond  in  his  Native  Rock,  you  fhine  without  the*-, 
aid  of  Art  or  Flattery. 

Nur.  Now  by  my  quondam  Maidenhead  this  is  very  pretty ;  well, 
Sir,  you  (hall  find  my  heart  [Coughs. 

Alan.  And  Lungs,  pray  Heaven— wou’d  (he  might  Cough ’em  out— 
(he  has  caught  cold  with  fitting  up  fo  late. 

Oh  damn’d  Incendiary.  [ Afide . 

Harrf  ^ uld  1  live  cut  Methufalati* s  long  Age,  or  numbred  Years 
with  the  old  Patriarch?,  and  every  day  ftudy  new  theams  of  Virtue,  1 
couid  not  merit  half  fo  great  a  blefling  ;  brighteft  of  Women,  frefher 

than  the  dew  that  early  fits  on  Rofes - -oh  I’m  rapt  with  my  own 

happinefs  1 


Nur. 
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Nur.  Well,  as  I’m  Virtuous  this  is  fine - 1  fee  I  fhali  not  be  able  to 

hold  out  long- - 1  fhali  grow  bold  with  him - 1  hope,  Sir,  my  Love 

dderves  this  from  you,  you  have  entire  pofleflion  of  my  heart— and 
fcho’  1  have  broke  my  faith  with  all  my  other  Suitors,  I've  kept  it  firm 
for  you.  ,  >  .  * 

Enter  L.  Fickle  behind  him. 

E  Picks  Sir,  Sir/  '  nils  hint's. 

Mm.  Limb  of  the  Devil - 1  hear  her,  Madam,  1  hear  her. 

L .  Fick  You  fhouid  not  hear  ’em,  Sir,  pray  come  back,  they  ar e  Lo¬ 


vers- 


Mm.  Lovers,  Dam ’em 
Iqi  mediately. 


Have  a  little  patience,  I’ll  wait  on  you 

—  for  Hes- 


L.  Fick t  I  fwear  you’re  uncivil,  Sir,  thus  to  diflurb  e’m — - 

ven’s  fake  come  away -  £  He  turns  back  fees  her,  and  ft  arts. 

Man .  Wonder  of  wonders — —is  their  two  Celia's - or  am  1  in  a 

Dream  ? 


Nnrfe ,  Yonder’s  alight- 
coming- 


—Let’s -Cep  in  here— I  fear,  Sir  Arthur's 

££.v.  Harry  and  Nurfe* 


L.  Fick  What  ailes  you.  Sir  ?  For  Heav’ns  fake  why  d’ee  ftart  fo  ! 
-  D’ee  nor.  know  me ! 

Man.  By  Heav’n  1  know  you  not:  Are  you  Celia ? 

L,  Fick  What  ftrange  queftions  are  thefe?  You  know  I  am. 

Man .  And,  is  that  yonder  Celia  too  ? 

L.  Fick  Heav’n!  What  a  humour’s  this?  That  Celia  ?  No:  ’tis  a 
Lady  that  lodges  here,  one  that  Mr.  Joliyman  Courts.- 

Man  Young  Joliyman  \ 

L .  Fick  Joliyman  ?  y  es- - What  d’ee  wonder  at  ?  If  this  humour 

hold,  you  need  not  counterfeit  a  Madnefs. 

Man.  By  Heav’n  you  are  right - 1  am  mad,  fiupid,  infenfibly  mad, 

and  have  bin  fo  thefe  three  hours - ’Sdeath,  was  ever  any  thing  fo 

ftrange  as  this?  Sure  I’ve  been  enchanted*,  pray  Madam,  give  me  leave 
to  queltlon  yee,  where  have  you  bin  all  this  night  ? 

L.  Fick ,  In  rny  Chamber - -Sir — —  expecting  you.  f 

Man.  Who  told  you  1  yeas  here  ? 

L.  Pick  Con  ft  anti  a  ^  1  met  her  coming  up  flairs  *,  and  feeing  rne,  fhe 
brake  into  a  violent  laughter }  and  asking  her  the  rcafon,  fhe  told  me, 
fhe  had  put  a  pleafant  trick  upon  you \  and  then  fell  a  Laughing  till  fhe 
(hook  a  gen. 

Man.  i’gad  1  have,  bin  trickt,  that’s  the  truth  on’t  — . -  -Oh  the 

Devil  /  am  1  thus  abas’d  ? 

L.  Fick  This  from  a  Woman  that  lov’d  yee,  is  very  It  range — — » 

who  did  you^xpedt  to  find  ? 

Man .  You - fhe  told  me  you  was  in  that  Alcove ,  and  plac’d  me  to 

hear  you - where  1  have  flood  this  half  hour  in  the  moft  infufferable 

Torture  /  the  Agony  of  jealoufie  and  defpair,  that  ’tis  impoffibie  to 
exprefs  it. 

fe  F  2  L.  Fick 


i 


38  MAD  AM.  FICKLE-,  Or, 

L.  Eiek.  Me !  Did  you  expett  me  there  •,  and  after  all  my  a&ions  to- 
declare  my  unfpotted  conftancy,  are  you  ftill  jealous  ?  Ingrateful  man  1— 
was  ever  Woman  fo  unhappy  ?  will  nothing  {Weep . 

make  you  credit  me  ?  I  fwear  1  am  the  moft  unfortunate  of  Women. 
How  has  my  Soul  and  Heart  bin  fetter’d  to  you?  How  have  1  dream’d 
of  you,  and  thought  a  look  to  any  other  man  was  an  offence  to  Love  ? 

flighted  the  Oaths  of  Gallants - fhunn’d  their  prefence  ^  defpis’d 

their  Perfons,  and  refus’d  their  gifts,  all - all  for  you !  And  do  you 

ftill  fufped  me  ? - Would  1  cculd  be  unconftant  i  Wou’d  1  had  \ 

the  power  to  be  fo,  that  1  might  revenge  my  felf — - Oh  mifery  ! 

ftill  fufpe&ed  '  *•  -  -  .  £ Weeps . 

Man.'  If  (he  be  falfe,  there’s  no  fuch  thing  as  truth:  I’le  Credit  it  no 

more - Madam,  1  fee  my  error,  and  thus  low  fue  for  pardon*-— — 

Tis  my  laft  tryal :  And  1  will  henceforth  more  adore  thy  vertues  than 
Vre  1  did  fufpedt  ’em  *,  Thou  art  the  Soul  of  Truth,  fo  excellently  good. 
Nature  is  proud  of  her  great  work  j  nor  will  fever  be  betray’d  agen 
into  the  gulf  of  jealoufie,  but  live  bkft  in  thy  love,  the. Prince  of  all 
content,  and  dye  old  in  thy  Arms. 

Fiek^  You  will  relapfe  agen. 

Man.  Never  by  Heav’n* - by  this  kifs  I’ll  never  —  — 

Enter  Conftantia. 

Confi.  Come,  Sir,  the  Coach— — -  [Sees  Vick,  and  farts . 

Man.  May  return  agen,  if  it  pleafe.  Madam - your  Servant,  you 

fee  your  plot  han’t  took -  *  [Ex.  Man  and  Fick. 

Confi.  This  Devil  has  outwitted  me - may,  in  this  plot,  which  ! 

thought  fo  iecurely  laid,  it  was  impoffible  to  break  it :  Her  cunning  is 
fo  profperous,  that  1  believe  Hell  deligns  her  for  the  only  perfon  to 
wheadie  Souls  with  : 

- -I’ll  try  once  more, 

And  if  my  next  plot  hit  not  right,  give  o’re.  [Ex.  Confh 

Enter  Harry  and  Nurfe - Bellamore  after. 

Bell .  Here  they  are.  1  have  from  yonder  door,  now  too  late,  refented 
her  treachery—* — Dam  her!  Was  mine  a  heart  to  play  wuh  ?  Were 
there  not  Fools  enow  to  feed  with  hope,  but.fhe  mull:  flye  me—— 
but  i’ll  revenge  my  felf  immediately — — 

Harr.  Here’s  fome  body  coming,  towards,  let’s  retire,  my  Dear, 

Bell.  Sir  !  1  have  a  Meflage  firft- — I —  [Strikes  him. 

Harr.  Such  Meflages  are  thus  to  be  return’d  [Draws  and  fights. 

Nurfe.  Ah  help,  help!  Murder,-ffiurder — —help,  help- - 

Enter  L.  Fickle  with  a  Candle. 

L  Fick^.  What’s  the  matter  Nurfe Oh  Heav’n s,  my  LoVd  Bellamore, 
and  Mr.  Jollyman  !  How  came  you  hither  at  this  time  of  night  ? 

Bell.  ’Sdeath !  What  a  miftake  is  this- - -Have  1  fought  for  this 

Pippin  ?  [ Looking  amaze  dly  at  Nurfe. 

Harr .  Zounds !  Have  1  beftow’d  all  my  Carets  and  Courtihip  to 
night  upon  this  Beldam  ?' 

*  i  '  Nurfe . 
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Nurje.  Well,  Sir;  1  fhall  find  a  time  to  requite  your  favours  for  all 

vour  jetting.  ZEx-  Nurfe. 

Bell.  Gad  1  thought  it  had  been  you.  Madam — > 

Harr.  And  fo  did  1,  by  Heav’n.  1  durft  have  fworn  ’twas  her  voice. 
Bell'  Your  thoughts  were  ilL  imploy’d,  Sir,  in  a  thing  that  fo  little 
concerns  you:  l  hope  you  have  no  pretences  here. 

Harr.  How.  Sir,  no  pretences !  Has  any  man  ? 

Tick.  ’Buz :  ’Sdeath  are  you  mad  !  why  this 

is  the  Perfon  my  Uncle  defigns  me  to  marray - 

Bell.  Nor  is  this  boldnefs  pleafing.  Sir. 


his  mouth. 
[To  Harry. 


L  Ticks  My  Lord,  for  Heav’ns  fake,  what  d’ee  mean.?  Will  you 

rujn'e  aii _ This  is  the  very.Gentleman  my  Uncle  defigns  for  my  H os- 

hand -—and  if  he  knows  you  are  his  Rival - I’m  undone. 

Enter  Manley. 

Man.  Come,  Madam,  Whither  d6  you  run?  by  Heav’n  I’m  fo  me¬ 
lancholy _ -without  you - ha’,  my  Lord  Bellamore  and  jolly  man  ! 

’Sdeath  ’  what  new  intrigue’s  this .? 

L  Tick.  O  Fatells  he  come  too?  What  a  fpiteful  minute  is  this  ?  [Afide. 
Whv  Sir!  What  d’ee  mean?  D’ee  not  fee  my  Lord  there,  unknown 
To  be’  he  fupt  with  Sir  Arthur  to  night,  and  has  chofen  this 

Minute  to  accoft  me— Stare,  flare  •'  counterfeit  your  felf 

Mad  or  we  are  loft  :  Then  leave  the  reft  to  me.  . 

p  j  Sir  to  bed,  ’  ’  [Atouaths. 

Tb’d  ’Fye  What  mean  you-by  this  unreafonable  rambling  ?  Sir  ' Ar¬ 
thur  will  be  very  angry  if  he  knows  it.  _Stare !  flare  1  ■ 

Bell.  Jack.  Manley  here  at  this  time  ot  night - Hark’ee, 

Madam  What  makes  him  here  ? 

I.  Tick-  Sir  Arthur  feeing  him  in  his  mad  fit,  brought  him  hither  to 
•  V‘  wj[h  !ntent  to  adminiftcr  a  Potion,  which  he  had  made  for  Lu- 
Derfons ;  and  it  feems,  they  left  his  Chamber  door  open,  and  he 

is  not  out.  Look !  look  how  he  flares  f  ,  . 

Harr  Gad  ’tis  a  miracle  to  me  to  fee  him  thus - 1  have  often  heard 

him  fay,"  Love’is  the  Parent  of  Dulnefs,  and  Wine  of  Madnefs.  Madam, 
How  came  his  Misfortune  ? 

I  FLfe  Love  Sir,  Love.  Paflion  for  one  Celia,  a  Lady  i’th’  Town 

here  ail  obdurate,  inconft3nt  perfon  I  have  heard - -and  it  feems  fhe 

r„„  .Iheadled  him  into  this  condition. 

has, ‘  s,.e  (hall  be  dreft  in  Flames !  Pendants  of  Ice  fhall  hang  at  ei- 
tJr  ear,  and  cool  her  as  fhe  burns— whiz - buz— fhugh  Bough-  - 


tner  ea.r  °  ha— Ah  Celia!  Bow  fweet  were  thy  amours?  Dan 

eats  Coy ons _ Rhie.  ^e*ns  are  all  but  colour'd  Lute 


fl-rinvs  in  Which  fhe  hangs  her  Cupids,  Sir-Sir,  I  would  have  your  Noie 
1  5^  lore-adieu,  adieu,  pop— Let  me  hear  no  more  on’t —  L Ex.  Man . 

Par  ,/  V,  d  I  not  feen  this,  I  ihould  have  thought  it  credible ;  a  man  of 
h  Town  and  run  mad  for  Love — by  heaven ’tis  above  the  common  rate 
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of  wonders,  and  doubtlefs  portends  forae  vifible  Calamfty  that  threatens 
the  Nation—— •— 

Harr,  Madam,  a  word  with  you. 

L.  Fick.  No  whifpering,  Sir*,  ’twill  caufe  him  to  fufpedt  us — you 
know  my  promife— vifit  me  to  morrow  morning,  and  then  by  an  anexpeft- 
ed  choice,  I  fliall  declare  the  man  i  think  moft  worthy  of  my  Love. 

Harr.  Enough,  l  will  not  fail.  I  guefs  the  night  far  fpent,  and  in 
flaying  longer  l  may  obftruct  your  reft:  I’ll  take  my  leave,  Madam, 
your  faithful  Servant*  -My  Lord,  your  Lordfhips  devoted.  He  little 
thinks  what  policy’s  in  this— — ^fide.  ££*.  Harry. 

L.  fich.  Now,  Am  not  I  extreamly  kind,  thus  to  fend  him  away,  that 
1  may  have  the  freer  difcourfe  with  yon  ?  i  hope  you  will  fay  this  is  very 
obliging.  •-  ,  '  • 

Beil.  1  confefs  it  weighs  fome  what  more  than  a  common  favour }  but, 
Madam,  I  am  not  yet  facisfied  in  his  proceedings ;  his  coming  hither  fo 
late  muit  be  upon  fome  defign :  and,  how  that  old  Woman  fliouM  inter* 
pofe,  is  tome  a  Miftery — — - 

L  Fick.  Oh  dull,  dull  man  \  why  d’ee  not  fee  ’twas  my  plot  ?  I  order’d 
the  light  to  be  taken  away,  and  laid  her  a  Bait  for  him,  purpofely  to  keep 
my  felf  free  from  his  troublefome  Impertinences - - 

Bdl.  Was  that  it  ? — -by  Heav’n  ’ewas  a  witty  one— — - 

L.  Fick„  Was  that  it  ? — what  elfe  cou’d  it  be— -l  wonder  what  re- 
compence  I  fliall  have  for  this  care,  in  preferving  my  Love  inure,  1  fwear, 
my  Lord,  you’ll  be  ungrateful. 

Bdl.  No  :  by  Heaven  I’ll  heap  together  as  much  Love,  and  ftrong  Ima¬ 
gination,  as  wou’d  ftrve  forty  men,  but  I’ll  be  out  of  thy  debt — -prithee 
do  not  cenfure  till  the  trial  is  made :  I’gad  I’m  fure  1  never  fail’d  yet— 
But,  when  fhall  be  the  day  ? 

L .Fick.  Tomorrow,  Sir,  a fudden  thought  has  fo  ordained  it.  Vi¬ 
fit  me  in  the  morning,  where  1  fuppofe  will  be  the  reft  of  my  Amoretto’s } 
and  you  fhall  fee  what  fentiments  of  private  pallion  my  heart  retains  for 
you. 

Bell .  morrow !  I  am  rapt  with  the  thought  on’c '  To  morrow. 

Call  up  the  Sun,  black  Shades  away  ; 

Bid  Phofphorms  go  fetch  the  Day. 

As  my  friend  Cowley  has  it :  Madam,  I’ll  be  as  early  as  the  Lark}  nay, 
by  Heaven,  I’m  very  paffionate !  You  fee  your  Beauties  pow’r,  Madam, 
- And,  I’ll  go  and  prepare  my  felf - 

L.  Fick^  And  i’ll  go  and  think  of  my  purpofe. 

Beil .  Think  on  to  morrow  night - A  pox  on  purppfes.  [  Ex .  Bell. 

L.  Fick :  You  fhall  have  reafon  to  curfe  it,  when  you  know  what  pur¬ 
pofe  I  mean. 

'Enter  Manley. 

Man.  Are  they  gone,  Madam  ? 

L.  Fick Both  gone.  Sir,  and  full  of  different  hopes— rT  fwear  the 
love  1  bear  you  makes  me  commit;  ftrange  frailties. 

Man. 
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Man.  Oh  mydeareft,  my  heav’n  of  love*  How  (hall  I  recompenc e 
thee  ?  My  life’s  fervice  is  nothing,  if  confider’d.  When,  when  rnv  Sweet  ? 
Fickj  To  morrow.  Sir.  J 

Man.  Happy  accent!  k  - 

L'Fickf  You  carry’d  the  Plot  fo  well,  in  counterfeiting  madnefs 
That  I  were  ingratefui,  fhould  I  not  recompence  it.  Vide 
Me  to  morrow  morning,  Sir  \  and  by  a  happy  choice, 

Receive  wliat  you  have  fo  long  figh’d  for.  > 

Man.  Oh  Tranfport of  Delight! 

By  heav’n  I  fear  I  /hall  not  live  till  then, 

Excefs  of  joy  will  kill  me - Beft  of  Women  : 

Belt !  ’twas  too  vilely  faid,  thou  art  fo  good. 

By  Heav’n  thou  art  a  Miracle  -—and  I 
The  happy  man  ele&ed  to  poflefs  it : 

Till  the  morning  comss,  I  will  imploy  my  felf 
In  thinking  on  thy  Beauties - and  then  die 


In  the  pofieflion  of  fo  fweet  a  Joy 
L.Fick^  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha — 


That  Heav’n  fhou’d  give  man  fo  proud  a  heart, 

And  yet  fo  little  Knowledge - Silly  Creature, 

That  talks,  and  laughs,  and  kiffes  oft  that  hand 
That  fteals  away  its  Reafon  as  if  Nature 
Had  play’d  the  Traytor,  and  feduc’d  the  Sex, 

Without  the  aid  of  Deftiny,  or  Women. 

Ah!  with  what  pleafant ‘cafe 

The  Bird  mdy  be  enfnar’d - -Set  but  a  wanton  Look, 

You  catch  whole  Covyes:  Nay,  there  is  a  Magick 
Pertaining  to.our  Sex,  that  draws  ’em  in, 

Tho’  in  the  long  Vacation - -And  by  Heav’n, 

I  am  refolv’d  to  work  my  fly  deceits. 

Till  my  revenge  is  perfeft—Thus  far  Pve  done  well. 

And  i’ll  perfevere  in  the  Miftery. 

Wheadle  ’em  to  the  fnare  with  cunning  plots  5 
Then  bring  it  off  with  quick  defigoing  Wit, 

And  quirks  of  dubious  meaning.  Turn  and  wind 
Like  Foxe,  in  a  ftorm,  to  prey  on  all. 

And  yet  be  thought  a  Saint - Thus  Queen  I’ll  fit. 

And  Hell  (hall  laugh  to  fee  a  Womans  Wit  •  £Ex.  L.  Fickle, 


ACT 


42 


MAD  AM  F IC  K L  E-y  Or, 

■>  t 

ACT  V.  Scene.  The  Street . 

Zechiel,  Toby,  "Flail,  Jollyman,  Linkboys , 

Mufitians  flaying  and  finging,  S 

%ech.  TTEy !  rare  Boys!  rare  Boys.  Done  like  Sons  of  Thunder, 
X  A  True  heirs  of  mirth  and  jollity  :  upon  honour  we  have  out- 
Example  in  our  frolick  to  night  the  Town  {hall  talk  of  us  £done 

With  admiration?  and  call  us  Children  of  the  night*,  The  night. 

The  happy  night.  ’Pox  o’ your  day  debauches,  the  dull  and  infipid 
Common  way  of  frollick ;  give  me  night  to  roar  in— - 

JolL  5Sbud  well  laid  :  • 

The  night  or  nothing?  1  fay-— Give  me  thy  hand,  . 

1  love  thee,  Thou  art  a  Merry  Wagg :  1  am  pleas’d  with  ye, 

Ud shores  1  am.  I  thought  1  had  a  Son  here  too. 

But  I  fee  now  he’s  grown  a  ferious  Rafcall, 

He  never  feeks  goo  a  Company,  fuch  as  thine  is— - 

No  matter,  hang  pinching.  I’ll  be  even  with  him. 

And  let  the  World  rub.  .  .  •. 

Y  Zech.  Banter  him,  banter  him,  Toby.  ’Tis  a  conceited  old  Scarab, 

land  will  yield  us  excellent  fport - go  play  upon  him  a  little - ex- 

•;;v  ercife  thy  Wit — - — — 

Lob,  Not  1  udlhafh — — 1  had  like  to  have  had  my  head  broke  with 
^Tds  Halbert  juft  now  for  going  about  to  exercife  fny  wit. 

JolL  Come,  another  Song,  another  Song,  my  merry  Wags, 

And  hang  pinching,  1’le  make  a  third  man—— —  hem— — —  * 

SINGS.. 

„ 

And  underneath  the  Greenwood  Tree 
This  Toungfter  laid  her  down  a, 

And  there  he  Rift  her  once  or  twice , 

Sing  hey  deny,  deny,  deny,  down,  a.  -> 

Zech.  O  brave  old  Signior — -Flail.'  Sirrah,  Bandog,  what  a  pox, 
dreaming?  Sing,  Sirrah,  to  entertain  the  Company. 

Flail .  I  Sing,  Zing,  What  d’ee  mean.  Sir?  1  Sing  !  Lord  fave  us: 
alas,  I  cannot  Sing,  Sir,  Ich  was  ne’re  fo  well  bred. 

Zech ,  Whittle  then,  you  Dog,  do  fomething  for  Diverfion--* 

Flail,  Whittle!  by coxbones  1  cannot wiftle  neither.  Blefsus/ Mutt 
1  never  go  to  bed  ?  Blefs  me  from  London ,  if  this  be  the  Trade. 

Zech,  Trade!  Thoufonof  ZJJdfedit#\  call  a  Gentlemans  Divertivc 

Cuftom 
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Cuftom  a  Trade!'  Come,  all  hands,  we’ll  go  Pump  the  Rogue* 
joll.  Ay*  ay  ^  a  dtyll  drcwzy  RafcSf  Pump  him  i  fay— — - 

Enter  three  Wenches, 

Zech.  A  prize  !  a  prize!  Petticoats,  upon  honour  $ 

Stand  there  !  come  before  a  man  of  Authority- - — And  w.hy 

Thus  early  my  Lady  of  the  Lake  ?  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

1  Wench.  To  Hell,  Will  you  follow  me? 

Zech.  Not  1,  upon  honour:  There  I’ll  leave  you— 

Toft,  By  your  favour.  Madam,  What’s  a  Clock  ?  [To  i  Wench. 

2  Wench.  1  am  forry  the  pawning  your  Watch,  Sir,  forces  you  to  ask 
fo  neceifary  a  Queftion- — 

Tob .  Now  will  this  damn’d  bulking  Quean.be  too^witty  for  me, 

O’  my  Confcience,  if  I  ftiould  ask  her  any  more  queftions. 

Udlhalh,  I’ll  ee’n  proceed  to  the  Buiinefs,  and  fay  nothing. 

Joll.  goes  to  the  other ,  and  Jhe  flights  him . 

3  Wench .  Fy,  fy,  Sir  1  an  old  man  and  talk  thus  ! 

Joll.  An  old  Man!  ’Sbud,  You’re  a  Whore.  An  old  man!  Call  .a 

Gentleman,  in  the  midft  of  a  Night  Debauch,  old - Hem, 

jjern - Sound  Lungs,  and  Heart  whole - Old  quoth  a! 

Zech .  Gome,  upon  honour,  ye  (hall  ail  to  the  Tavern  with  us,  and 
We’ll  compkat  the  nights  debauch  with  Credit :  ’But  firlt 
A  Song.  I  know  you  have  your  parts  in  the  laft  new  Verfes, 

Made  of  the  Nights  Ramble  *,  ’Tis  a  part  of  your  Function ;  a 
New  Song  is  as  neceifary  for  a  Town- Woman,  as  a  Sute  of  Knots, 

Or  a  new  Gown - *Hey!  ftrike  up  there  ! 

SONG. 


Happy  the  Man  that  takes  delight 
Jn  Banquet  ting  his  Senfes  *, 

That  drinks  all  day ,  and  then  at  night 
The  height  of  Joy  commences. 

With  Bottles  arm'd,  we  fland  our  ground , 
Full  Bumpers  crown  our  Bhjjes  * 

They  roar  and  fling  the  Streets  around , 

In  Serenading  Mtflfes, 

£ft0r.  With  Bottle  s' arm'd ,  &C. 

flea  flares  thus  free  and  unconfin'd. 

No  drowsy  Crime  reproaches  5 
No  Heaven  to  a  f rollick^  mind. 

No  pleafure  like  Debauches.  *  \  - 

Whilfl  rambling  thus ,  new  Joys  we  reap , 

*  In  charms  of  hove  and  Drinking , 

Inftpid  Fops  lies  drown'd  in  fleep. 

And  the  Cuckold  he  lies  thinking. 

Chor.  Whilfl  rambling ,  &C. 
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— 


Zech.  Rarely  done  of  all  hands:  come,  now  let’s  to  the  Tavern,’ 
I  am  refolv’d  to  make  a  night  on’t. 

Joll.  Well  faid,  agen.  Boy.  Toth’Tavern!  to th’ Tavern; — hah- 
Merry  Rafcal — —hang  pinching.  ’Sbud  thou’rt  a  brave  Fellow 

—  *  *  #  i  •  •  _  ••  »i«  if«  i 

I  .  *  I  t  nr«%  m  m  W  1  -  «  I  I  a  U  a  Jl  1  _  a 


Tob.  Come  my  little  pignies,  you  and  I  will  go  and  be  drunk  together : 
Hey: — you  (hall  fee  me  perform  rare  exploits,  i’faith. 

Nay,  Gad,  now  my  hand’s  in,*  1  (hall  pepper  you  with  wir, 

1  feel  it  growing  ia  my  head  like  a  Bunch  of  Parfenips. 

Zech.  Agen  !  I  gad  pinch  him  agen  *,  but  come,  of  this  at  the  Tavern, 
We  lofe  time — Strike  up  there — Sing.  Whjlfl^  rambling,  [Ex.  Singing. 

Enter  L.  Fickle  in  Adam  Cloathsy  and  Silvia,  Dorrel  at  a  difiance . 

L.  Picks.  So,  is  all  fit  ?  prithee  how  do  1  look  ?  may  I  pafs  for  a  Bully 
of  the  firft  Rate  amongft  Dablers  in  the  Miftery  ?  how  lit  my  Cloatbs  ? 

Silv.  Decently  1  fwear,  and  well  become  you  *,  you  have  as  mafcuiine 
an  Air  as  any  Man,  1  mean  any  Man  that  has  no  more  Beard  than  you. 

Bor.  This  gives  an  end  to  my  fufpicicn  ,  the  Plot’s  unr  a  veil’d,  and  my 
late  doubts&ave  row  their  period- -  fJfide. 


L .Ftck:  Away  then,  and  be  fure  you  mifs  not  a  tittle  in  the  charge  I’ve 
given  you,  but  with  a  teign’d  figh,  and  a  tear  or  two,  tell  Sir  Arthur  I 

^  _ _  _  _ ; _ i  c _ r _ t  r 


profecute  #  ,  ro _ 7 _ _ 

intend  to  invite  my  felf  to  another  Banquet  of  Wit,  with  the  Suitors, 

e’rel  have  done  with ’em — away - a  day  or  two’s  time  will  make  all 

quiet - and  1  (hall  be  in  readinefs  for  as  many  more. 


Silv.  Madam,  I  have  my  Leflon  perfe&ly,  and  am  fo  much  your 
Creature,  as  not  todilpute  your  Commandr..  ££*•.  silv. 

L.  Ftck,  Now  am  1  in  my  opinion  a  lecond  Machiavil ,  my  wit  has  fi- 
nilh’d  works  as ftrong  and  great  as  Hercules  1 1  labours!  Oh. I  cou’d  hug 
my  felf  for  my  inventions*,  they  are  fo  profperous,  or  if  Fate  meant  to 
make  my  wit  a  Miracle  for  Men  to  wonder  at.  To  betray,  in  me’s  a  vir¬ 
tue,  being  firft  betray’d  \  the  thought  of  which,  does  like  an  eating  Can¬ 
ker  prey  on  my  Heart  and  Vitals.  Therefore,  fweet  Revenge, 

Thou  art  my  Darling.  Thus  Til  blind  their  Eyes  \ 

Tis  on  the  neck  of  Wit,  Revenge  muft  rife. -  [Exit. 

Enter  Dorrel. 


Dor.  Can  this  be  true  /  oh  Heavens,  what  have  I  heard  ! 
ls’c  poflible  (he  (hould  be  thus  affected 
To  him  that  bafcly  fo  deferted  her  ? 

If  fo,  1  am  a  Devil,  and  my  Jealoufie 
The  fin  of  all  corruption - I’ll  redeem  it. 


Watch  all  her  a&ions,  and  difeover  all. 

Left  fhe  (hould  lofe  h£r  felf  in  her  Revenge. 

’71 was  mil  /  overheard  her - -  Happy  day  J 

That  does  all  former  fears  with  Blifs  repay , 


Ex.  Dor. 


Scene 
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Scene  2.  The  Street ,  a  Tavern  Bujh  hung  out. 

Enter  Beliamore,  Zechiel,  Toby,  joUyman,  Three  Wenches , 

and  MttfitianS)  drinking. 


Z ech,  ’Twas  well,  my  Lord,  your  VsloUr  interpos’d  betwixt  me  and 
the  danger  ;  by  Heaven  1  had  been  ftockado’d  elfe - - 

Bell.  i  am  glad.  Sir,  Fate  guided  me  that  way,  and  made  ms  capable 
of  doing  you  fo  good  an  Office,  pray  how  came  your  quarrel  ? . 

Zech.  Why  one  of  the  Rafcais  would  needs  take  the  wall  of  me,  nay 

tho’  1  told  him  in  French  1  was  drunk,  and  had  a  Whore  with  me - - 

Was  ever  fuch  an  incivility  ?  But  I  think  1  am  reveng’d,  for  ifl  may  be¬ 
lieve  my  eye,  my  lalt  full  Pafs  pierc’d  his  Diaphragm# - 1  am  furc  1 

kill’d  him, 

JolL  How,  kill’d  him  /  Not  fo,  1  hope,  my  merry  w sg,  not  fo 

Zech.  Not  fo  !  upon  Honour  1  am  fure  it  is  fo 

Who - Pox,  ’tis  accounted  nothing  now  in  Term  time. 

The  killing  a  Man’s  no  more  lookt  on  in  a  Nights  Debauch, 

Than  getting  a  Clap  in  a  Mrrnings  Ramble. 

The  Town’s  full.  The  Town’s  full. 

Tob.  1  hops  the  confequences  are  no  worfe  than  he  makes  ’em  \ — a- 
But  udffiaffi - my  heart  goes  a-pit-to-pat. 

Bell.  Tbo’  1  hate  this  Fellows  impertinence,  yet  for  diverllon  fake 
I’ll  make  one  in  the  Debauch  to  Night:  Sirrah,  bid  the  Coach  go  home, 
tell  Raines  1  have  no  occaiion  for  him  too  night.  [ 'To  his  Footman . 

Zech.  Come,  Muiick,  ltr ike  up  there.  Damme  you  fleepy  Dogs, 
Come,  ws’li  have  a  Song  and  a  Dance,  hey  _  Drawer. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Will  you  not  be  pleas’d  to  take  a  private  Room,  Sir? 

Zech,  i\  private  Pox,  Sir.  [ [Stakes  him . 

What  1  warrant  you  take  us  now  for  fome  of  your  furious  Broctl  of  Al¬ 
dermen,  d’ee  Sirrah  ?  But  fuch  another  word,  and  1  ffiali  make  a  private 
Room  in  your  Guts  for  this  Engine  here. 

Tob.  Sirrah,  you  ffiali  be.  huffc  and  cufFc,  and  fiip?d  and  kick’d.  Sirrah, 

if  you  talk  of  private  Rooms- - Now  am  1  as  valiant  as  a  He£tor,  me- 

thinks  1  could  beat  this  Drawerinto  a  Wicker  Bottle 

Zech.  Sitmah,  as  a  Reprieve  for  Life,  bring- out  the  But,  we’ll  have 
the  triumph  of  Bacchus  to  Night,  my  Lord  j  you  ffiali  beSpe&ator  now 
of  one  of  my  Frollicks,  1  invented  it  in  Paris,  for  the  benefit  of  all  Lo¬ 
vers  of  the  Grape,  and  Cheriffiers  of  Bargandy ,  and  1  hope  you’l  fpeaku 
a  facetious  one  j  ’tis  call’d  a  Triumph  to  Bacchus ,  ijiy  Lord. 

Bell.  A  good  Theme,  Sir - worthy  of  your  Wits  iavention,no  doubt 

a  great  piece  of  ingenuity  £Zj?de. 

Zech .  Gome  my  witty  Devotees  of  Venus , 

You  muft  be  affiftant  here.  £  To  three  Vfenckes* 

Hey — Drawer,  where  are  you  Sirrah  ? 

G  2  Enter 
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Enter  Drawers  with  an  empty  Btit . 

Come  hither  7oty,  thou  (halt  perfonate  God  Bacchus - - 

Give  him  a  Wreath  there - and  a  Bumper — 


Come,  up,  up,  advance  into  the  Throne 


£Tob.  gets  on  the  Bat. 


So,  now  Ladies  kneel,  and  pay  obedience  to  your  Emperor 

My  Lord,  1  man:  beg  your  Lordfhip  to  bear  part  in  the  Ceremony - 

There,  on  that  lid e,  my  Lord- - 

Drawer,  give  every  one  a  Glafs - - 

Flourifh  Mufick  and  drink- - ~ 

Hey—- .  [ [Flourijh,  all  drink + 

Tob.  How  do  1  prefent  it,  ha !  methinks  it  becomes  me  very  Well. 
Zech.  Look  big,  look  a  little  bigger,  you  know  the  Effigie. 

Joll.  By  the  Lord,  Harry, Vi\  kite  thee  for  this,  my  Darling  ofthe  dark. 

Well,  lam  refolv'd  todifinherit  my  Son,  and  adopt  thee- - -hang 

piching,  I’ll  do’t  Boy,  and  let  the  World  rub. 

Zech.  Come,  now  to  the  Song— and  let  all  parts  be  ready  for  the  Cho¬ 
rus , 

SONG. 

« 

Bacchus,  thou  mighty  Tower  Divide, 

Great  God  of  Mirth ,  and  fprightely  Wine 
°  Behold  us  here  that  kneeling  Jhow 

The  Duty  that  rve  owe - - — 

We  through  thy  influence  re  Joyce, 

And  thus  with  free  and  chearful  voice 
The  Fame  and  Traifes  ftng 
Of  Bacchus,  our  great  God  and  King . 

Chor.  *  Mis  Wine ,  Jtis  Wine ,  that  fill  controuls , 

And  Fame  and  Dove  mufl  both  ft r ike  Sail ; 

There  lies  fitch  vigour  in  full  Bowls 
The  Fate  of  Princes  can't  ■  prevail. 

■  .  *  *  *  1  • 

The  Wreaths  of  great  Heroes  his  Altar  fhall  Crown  ' 

Whiljl  the  grave  and  the  Prudent  bow  down . 

When  Beauty  darts  a  fmiling  Beam, 

Our  Souls  are - ~by  Loves  extream *  .  • 

But  one  brisk  Glafs  takes  care  away , 

And  yields  us  back  the  Prey  : 

No  Fate  of  Love  or  piercing  Dart 

C an  wound  when  Wine  furrounds  the  heart  j 
Still  guarding  it  from  Care 
It  baffles  FatCy  and  flights  the  Fair.  - 


Chor.  fTis  WinCy  7tis  Wine ,  &c. 


v 


{Dance, 

Joll. 
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l,:>;  '  -  i  /'  V  I 

yotf.  Spark,  let  ms  embrace  the,  udsbores  thou  art  theMirror  of  our 
Age,  and  haft  thebeft  principles  of  EngUJh  Gallantry  I  ever  law — Ah 

would  l  were  but  5  and  20  for  thy  fake - but  come  hMig  pinching - - 

’tis  well  it’s  no  worfe,  as  my  Friend  Hearty  fays* - 

Zech.  What  think  you  my  Lord  ?  is  it  not  modilh?  by  Heav’n  ’tis 
new  that’s  one  good  property,  and  l  believe  ’twill  take  very  well. 

Bell.  Sir,  if  you  will  take  my  opinion  in  this  bufinefs,  1  think  it  an  ex¬ 
cellent  invention,  and  were  1  you,  1  woa’d  have  Books  Printed,  that  the 
World  may  not  be  ignorant;  i’gad  you  have  this  encouragement,  the 
Prefs  has  been  troubled  with  matters  oflefscorifequence, 

Tob .  I  tell  you  1  have  200 1.  a  Year,  I’ve  my  Lands  free  and  unmort¬ 
gag’d,  and  am  refolv’d  to  keep  a  Mils,  according  to  the  Mode,  therefore 
jpeak  now,  or  for  ever  hold  your  peace. 

1  Wench.  But  which  of  us  would  you  have,  Sir? 

Tob,  Either  of  you — Udlhalh  I’m  a  right  Country  Squire,  any  thing 
will  ferve  my  turn,if  the  properties  be  not  wanting-- What’s  your  price?— 
1  Wench.  Why  in  truth,  Sir,  1  have  had  40  s.  a  Week ;  but  in  kindnefs 
to  a  Man  of  your  Complexion,  I’ll  abate  a  Crown.  ^  v 

Tob.  My  Complexion  •'  Ah  wheadling  Quean - - 

Joll .  Come  Sirrah,  Drawer  fill  each  his  Glafs.  Hey-Let  the  World 
rub,  and  let’s  have  t’other  Song. 

Fla.  Zong  quoth  a— Lord  zave  us,  a  Zong — pray,  pray  good  Folks, 


pray— — oh,  oh- 

Zech.  How  now  Bandog,  what  makes  you  howl  thus  ?  ha  ! 

Fla.  How  •'  by  Coxnowns  you’ll  howl  too,  if  you  ftay  logger  *7  y’have 
kill’d  a  Mon  yonder,  he  that  youquarrel’d  with  about’yeur  Crack  there, 
’flid  fhe  have  a  good  mind  to  crack  her  for’f,  and  God  fave  his  Soul,  they 
think  he’s  dead:  the  Conftableand  a  Regiment  of  Beggers,  I  mean  Bil¬ 
bo’s,  are  fearching  for  you,  and  juft  coming  up  the  Street,  uds  diggers, 
up  you  go  if  they  can  catch  ye.  Oh  th*tf  ever  the  ancient  Family  of  the 

Tilburies  fiiould  come  to  fuch  difgrace- 

2  Wench.  Nay  then  this  is  no  time  for  Merchandizing.  Itxemu  rr  j 
Zech,  Malicious  Fortune,  Heav’n  what  (hall  1  do,  if  lam  taken 

C£r]?pox,hS  for  killing  a  Man  in  Term-time,  Sir,  you  know 


SJpHang’dJ  Heav’n  defend,  my  fnerry  Wag,  is’t  come  ^  that  ? 

•  -  -  -  -• 


me  into  an  Ague.  ,  w  rub,  a3  you  fay. 

S  Av“  V«  nS  noS"  »  »  Lord,  you’U  com/olfwdl 

eaousb,*tUmftalUtrtcchforV,  VUMi nothins  vexes m,  bwtba. 
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1  cannot  ftav  to  psrforra  my  batsoin  with  Mrs.  there.  [-4  '■r.yr. 

J  .  >  without . 

Bark,  they  corns-/  the  Devil  take  the  hifldteoft  >»*<>  the  Tavern. 

7*ech.  And  fo  lay  1.  ^  .  ,  r  „ 

Bell.  Dam  ’em,  are  they  gone?  What  Scafabs  are  thefe,  to  truft  a 

Tavern  fecurity  beyond  a  Sword - Whar  Sirra  are  you  creeping  a- 

way  too  ?  turn  back  and  help  to  defend,  you  Dog - -or— ~LT,Tfe 

-  \  within  %  fellow  re  How. 

.  Fla.  O  Lord,  Sir !  I  defend  Sir/  ,  , .  „  , 

Bell.  Fight  Sirra,  and  fight  valantly  too,  or  by  tilts  Steel  -  * 

Fla.  Well,  Sir,  1  Will,  1  will*  oh  what  will  become  ot  me!  v 
Joll  Gome  my  Lord,  have  at  ’em,  fine;  it  mutt  be  fo,  here  s  old  Madge, 
has  not  t'een  Sun  thefe  20  Years,  ihaii  be  fcowr’d  in  fame  of  their  Guts, 
rather  then  I’ll  be  taken-,  udsbores  1  have  Deec  valiant  in  my  time. 

Bell.  1  muft  quickly  dii patch,  for  fear  of  a  difappoincment  with  my 
Cvrinna- — - — — 

Enter  Corfiabh  ana  \v  atch. 

Conti  Oh  here  they  are,  Caitiffs,  Rogues  Murderers,  down,  down, 

with  ’em  my  Men  of  Midnight,  fallen  in  the  Kings  name,  fall  on - - 

[They  fights  Confine  Is  and  Watch  are  beaten  off. 

Enter  To bf. 

Tub  No  hole,  ne’r  a  corner  to  creep  into  ?  This  is  the  word  contriv’d 
houfe  1  ever  faw.  Hang’d  did  he  fay  ?  Marry  Heav’a  defend :  1  am  too 
raw  a  Bully  to  venture  hanging  yet—: — oh  well  remembr’d  i’faith,  here’s 
the  But,  the  Throne  of  Bacchus,  as  Zechiel  calls  it-,  this  will  be  a  rare 


nlace  to  fecure  my  lelf  in  C g»*  ,nt0  rbe  BM1  tl)e  Devil’s  in  ’em  if  they 
fearch  here- - !’»  ftay  till  the  Cry  is  over  and  then  home  to  my  Lodg¬ 

ing  -  1  love  a  Debauch,  till  it  comes  to  Fighting -,  but  then,  methinks, 
it  grows  troublefom - -Hark,  here  they  come,  now  clofe  like  a  Coney 

in  a  Burrow.  ^ 

Re-enter  Corfiable  and  Watch . 

^  onjt.  way  Neighbours,  we  were  miftaken,  thefe  were  none  of.  thofe 

that  hurt  the  Man - 1  am  told,  ’twas  two  Brothers,  and  that  they 

were  dogg’d  to  this  Tavern.  Come,  come,  they  muft  be  here  ftill - ~ 

■*ts  in,  and  fee—--  ■  ■ 

Enter  Zechiel  above  in  a  Balcony. 

Zech.  Was  ever  poor  Night-walker  in  liich  diftrefs  ?  What  (hall  I 
do?  The>  ore  fearching within,  and  the  damn’d  Rogues  are  fo  curious 
in  the  difcover>>  that  they  mifs  not  an  Augur-hole  •,  1  found  this  Ladder 
of  Ropes  upon  a  £>ut  dare  not  venture  down  yet,  for  fear  force 

prying  Rafcal  -fhall  fhap  between  Earth  and  Heav’n - ’Sdeath  i’ll 

creep  into  this  Bufh,  it  ma)f  be  this  may  fecure  me - [Gets  upon  the 

Tavern  Buflj}  Hah  /  upon  honour  1  grow  chearful  j  this  is  fo  Mcdifh  a 

rr ron ►  hnrvor  « .  _  J  r  _ 

in  a  Tub  of  Troubles  about 
watch  at  the  Gate,  1  fhou’d  be 

fnaot - * 


fhapt— — -if  fnapt 
lifh  that  word - 
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- hang’d - Udfhafh  my  ftomach  cannot  re- 

-Yet  I’ll  couch  a  little  longer,  and  fee  what  will 


come  on’t— - 

Enter  Tilbury  drunk,  with  a  Torch.  \ 

Zech.  Here  comes  a  Man  with  a  Light - now  fit  clofe - 

Tilh.  A  Son  of  a  whore  to  queftion  a  Man  of  1 500  /.  a  Year,  and  dis¬ 
pute  the  Family  of  the  Tilburies,  by  St  Jago  he  deferves  to  be  mortifi’d— 

Coaftable- - what’s  a  Conftable,  to  a  Man  of  Worfhip/  a  Man  of 

drunken  reeling  worfhip !  a  Worm !  a  Scarab  /  ’tis  fit  he  fhould  be  Car¬ 
bonado’d.  Let’s  fee,  where  am  1?  What  Tavern’s  this  ?  oh  ’tis  the 
Rofe ,  I’ll  take  another  dofe  of  Sack  here,  and  then— home— ho — with¬ 
in  there,  Drawer,  give’s  a  Cup  o’  Sack  here - — 

Zcch.  Ah  Lord!  ’tis  my  Father--and  drunk  as  a  Wheel-barrow,  1 
fhall  be  found  out,  for  he  holds  liis  Torch  fo  high,  that  anyone  that 
comes  by  molt  needs  fee  me.  [ Takes  Orange-feds  out  of  his  Pocket . 

and  throws  <*£  Tilbury. 

Tilb .  Why  Rafcals,  Poltroons— -Sons  of  Popinjay’s,  what  d’ee  mean, 

hah !  Dare  you  affronts  Man  of  Quality - 1  mean  a  Man  of  Coun- 

trey  Quality - Hah  Puppies,  by  St  Jago  I’le  break  all  the  Windows,  I’ll 

teach  you  to  be  civil.  Now,  now  cannot  1  find  e’r  a  flone.  This  is  the 
great  cnormance  of  this  City,  here’s  Wenches  in  abundance,  but  not  a 

Hone  to  throw  at  a  Dog - -no  matter,  I’ii  fet  fire  on  your  Bulb,  ’tis  all 

one- - -I’ll  mortifie  your  Owls  Neil,  by  St  Jago. 

Zech,  Oh  1  1  fhall  be  burnt  '  tPffers  t0  burn  the  Bufii. 

Why  Father,  Father,  Pm  here !  I’m  here/  Your  Son!  Your  hopeful 

Son* - Oh  Lord,  if  1  cry  cut  too,  1  (hall  behang’d - — Whai 

(hall  Ido?  Fire  !  Fire  !  Fire! 

Enter  the  Conflablc  and  Watch. 

Conft.  How  now !  What’s  here  one  going  to  fire  the  Houle  ?  Away, 
away  with  him  to  the  Lodge  5  here’s  fine  work  indeed !  Come  bring  him 
away,  flay  fome  of  you  here  and  watch,  the  reft  muft  be  hereabouts. 

££a:.  Conftable  with  Tilb. 

1  Watch.  But  is’t  poffible  Neighbours  this  Houfe  fhould.  be  haunted, 
and  yet  Folks  live  in’t! 

2  Watch.  Pofiible  ?  as  fure  as  you  are  there  Neighbours.  They  fay  the 
Devil  appear’d  to  ’em  every  Night  in  the  Kkenefs  of  a  Hog. 

1  Watch .  Lord  bieft  us  Sirs !  a  Hog  /  bu t  fee  what  the  Devil  can  do. 

2  Watch.  Set  down  the  Lanthor n  Patch,  and  come  let’s  fit  down  on 

this  But- - -I’ll  tell  you  the  Story — - * 

3  Watch.  Ay  come,  filence  ho,  let’s  hear  Neighbour  Cobble.  [They  fit. 

2  Watch:  Why  look  you  Sirs,  one  Winter -night  the  Maid  here  fitting 

up  late  in  the  Kitchen,  and  bufie  about  her  Houlhold  affairs-* — —who 
fhould  come  in  at  the  Window,  but  this  Hog*- - - 

Omn.  So  /  .  ,  i 

2  Watch.  And  you  muft  know  the  Devil’s  a  cunning  Hog,  when  Gcca* 
lion  ferves  kept  fuch— fuch  a  grunting  and  fhuffling,  and  jumping, 

that 
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that  the  poor  Wench  was  even  out  of  her  vyits ;  fhe.wou’d  have  prayed 
but  her  memory  being  very  fhort,  and  her  Prayer-Book  out  of  the  way, 
(he  could  not.  In  fhort,  Sir,  this  Hog,  or  this  Devil,  or  this  Devil  of. 
a  Hog,  for’ts  all — having  thrown  down  feveral  Pewter  Difhes,  and 
fwallow’d  a  whole  Porridge- pot  of  Brewis — ~  takes  me  hrs  way  intd  the 
Cellar- - -there  makes  fuch  a  wrack  among  the  Buts  and  Bottles- 


fuch  havock  among  the  Glafies — [Tob .puts  out  the  Candle  in  the  Lanthorn . 
How  now,  who  puts  out  the  Candle  there  ? 

i.  Watch  Not  1. 

*2  Watch.  Nor  1. 

Job.  Ugh!  Ugh!  Ugh! -  .  [Grunts  like  a  Hog. 

O.mn.  Oh  it  comes!  it  comes  /  the  Devil,  the  Devil -  '  [Ex. 

Tob.  Udlhafh;  this  Ugh,  Ugh  was  a  rare  invention,  [Tob .comes  ottf. 
1  think  1  have  out  witted  the  Rogues :  Now  give  me  a  Man  that  can 
dielp  a  danger  at  a  pinch,  for  tho  1  fay  it,  Machiavil  was  an  Afs  to  me  at 
a  nights  Intrigue  -,  but  I’ll  away,  for  fear  of  infurreftionS’ -  [Ex. 

Zech .  That/ was  Toby*  s  voice,  1  believe  he’s  gone;  What  the  Devil 

was’t  fear’d  the  Watchrrien  fo — No  matter  nov/>  the  Coaft  is  clear- - 

I’ll  venture  down-— — fo -  [Gets  down  the  Ladder  1 

Upon  Honour  1  have,  been  feverely  frighted  to  Night.  But  the  uncertain 
Face  of  a  Night-walker  feldom  meets  better  fuccefs-? — 

1  h  uve  efcaped  two  eminent  dangers.  Burning  and  Hanging, 

The  thought  of  which  has  made  me  as  dull  as  a  rifled  Cully. 

Thus  with  the  Brawny  Crew  of  Suburb  Roches 

We  fwim  the  Brackijh  Ocean  of  Deboches1 

Without  the  Senfe  of  Honour  or  Ref  roaches*  p£v 

SCENE  3. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur,  Silvia,  Arbella,  Conftantia. 

Sir  A  th.  Come,  come,  1  fay,  there’s  a  trick  in’c,  fome  cunning  feurvy 
lewd  defigo,  1  know  it ;  have  1  not  fofter’d  her  with  teadernefs  ?  and 
before  fhe  cou’d  write  Woman,  bred  her  carefully  !  What  caufe  has  fhe 
then  to  defert  my  houfe  ?  Anfwer  me  that,  what  caufe  ? 

Silv.  Only  fear,  Sir,  you  (hall  match  her  againft  her  Will, 

Heaven  knows  I  know  no  other  caufe. 

Sir  Arth.  No,  no,  there  mu  ft  be  mere  in’t,  ’twas  your  pleafure  Mi- 
ftrifs  often  to  quarrel  with  her,  it  caus’d  your  envy  to  fee  her  fo  be- 
lov’d-- hah—  Bring  bring  her  agen,  and  quickly  too,  or  fee  my  face  no 
more,  out  of  my  doors,  by  Jacobs  Pantibie,  a  Reliqueof  Rcnoun’d  me¬ 
mory  :  Thou  art  no  more  my  Daughter,  unlefs  my  Niece  return — » 

Arb.  Indeed  Sir  Arthur ,  you  are  a  little  too  fevere  in  this,  for  1  am 
confident  Madam  Conftantia  knows  nothing  of  her  going,  fhe  always  kept 
her  intrigues  from  her  knowledge,  and  confequently  this,  being,  it  ferns, 
of  more,  importance  than  any  of  the  reft :  what  her  defign  is  Heav’n 
knows,  but  a  day  or  two’s  time  will  doubtlefs  difeover  all. 

Sir  Arth.  Madam  Arbella ,  you  are  one  1  refped,  your  Father  Sir  An - 
drew  Swiff  lethrof  is  my  intimate  good  Friend,  a  Man  1  love  and  honour, 
'  and 
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and  by  St,  Auguftin's  Night-cap —Madam  Arbella ,  you  are  welcome  to 
my  houfe  j  but  feek  not  to  defend  an  ill  Argument — 4  fay  once  more 

there’s  a  trick  in’c- - and  give  me  leave,  Madam*  1  will  perfevere  in 

ray  juftice — therefore  Minion  look  to’c. 

Enter  Dorrel. 


Dorr,  Sir,  there  is  three  is  Gentlemen  below.  Suitors  to  Madam Fickle y 
that  defire  admittance -  . 

Sir  Arth.  Conduct  ’em  up,  1  hope  here’s  fome  difcovery. 

Enter  Beilamore,  Manly  and  Harry. 

Bell .  Though  1  was-  ignorant.  Sir,  you  were  my  Rival,  1  thought  1 
had  known  you  for  a  Gentleman,  one  that  vvou’d  not  have  carry’d  a 
defign  under  the  difguife  of  counterfeit  madnefs;  but  affure  your  felf. 
Sir,  fuch  an  injury  (hall  require  fatisfattion. 

Man.  And  have  it,  my  Lord,  when  you  dare  demand  if:  all  falfliood 
?  deny  5  nor  can  1  condemn  ray  felf  with  carrying  on  a  Love- intrigue  with 
policy. 

Harr .  ’sDeath  !  I  fee  1  am  baffled  at  laft,  thefe  are  two  of  her  Suit¬ 
ors- - 1,  itfeems,  the  third*,  but  1  hope  her  choice  will  diffipate  all 

doubts—- — 

Sir  Arth.  My  Lord,  and  Gentlemen,  your  humble  Servant  may  1 
requeft  to  know  what  bus’nefs  brings  you  hither  fo  early  ? 

Bell.  1  fuppofe  my  bufinefs  is  not  unknown,  1  come.  Sir  Arthur ,  to  pay 
my  devotion  to  the  Charming  Corinna . 

Harr ,  And  1  mine  to  the  Glorious  Cleio. 

Man,  And  I  the  particular  tender  of  my  heart  to  the  adorable  Celia . 

Sir  Arth .  Corinna !  Cleio  !  Celia  !  They  are  names  of  Antiquity,  1 
confefs - But  for  Heav’ns  fake  exprefs  your  felves  more  largely,  Gen¬ 

tlemen,  1  know  none  of  theperfons. 

Arb,  Now  the  Plot  begins  to  be  difcover’d,  now  we  (hall  know  all. 

Confi .  Prithee  do  but  obferve  the  alteration  of  Countenances,  oh  this 
was  a  fubtle  Devil ! 

Bell ,  Your  Neece,  Sir  Arthur ,  the  rich  Widow— t  have  had  the  honour 
to  be  long  interefs’d  in  her  favour,  and  the  commanded  me  to  wait  on 
her  this  Morning,  arid  promis’d  publickly  to  make  choice  of  me. 

Man.  By  Heav’n  (he  promis’d  to  make  choice  of  me. 

Harr .  Nay  gad  (he  promis’d  to  make  choice  of  me. 

Bell,  Was  ever  fuch  unfufferabie  impertinence  ?  Sir  Arthur,  1  proteft, 
by  my  honour,  all  I  fay  is  true :  and  by  vertue  of  her  premeditated 
choice  and  ele&ion,  1  am  the  Man. 

Man.  Death !  what  impudence  is  this?  1  fay,  by  vertue  of  her  choice 
I  am  the  Man. 

Harr.  Hell  and  Furies/  1  fay  1  am  the  Man. 

Sir  Arth .  Hey  day !  What  are  all  of  ye  the  Men  ?  by  the  Threffloid  of 
Mahomet's  Temple,  this  is  very  fine !  has  (he  a  tripartite  Husband,  a  three¬ 
fold  Father  of  Children  ?  But  hark  ye,  Gentlemen,  let  us  come  nearer  to 
the  bufinefs  ?  for  as  far  as  I  can  perceive,  you  have  miftook  the  houfe : 

H  here 
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here  are  no  Cleio* s,  nor  Celias,  nor  Corinna' s  under  my  roof,  1  cafi  af- 
fure  ye,  ’Tis  true,  I  had  a  Niece,  a  Widow,  and  fuch  a  Fortune  as  you., 
defcribe — —who  is  this  day  gone,  i  think,  to  feek  her  Fortune :  her  name 
is  Fickle - -fure  (lie  cannot  be  theperfon  you  feek  after  ? 

Bell  ’Tisfo!  We  are  all  moft  finely  gull’d,  1  find  it!  oh!  s’death, 
now  could  1  eat  my  Belli  for  madnefs,  dull  Blockhead,  not  to  perceive 
her  Wheadling. 

Man.  Fickle  is  her  name  }  Dam  her,  ^as  t>eea  fickle  enough,  I  fee  ?-A 
oh  Hell !  Hell!  were  ever  hopes  fo  fruflrated ?  ’Fis  plain  now  fhe  has 
entertain’d  us  all  with  equal  Carefles,  and  by  taking  afeveral  name  has 
thus  long  kept  us  ignorant -  ...  - 

Harr.  Sure  there  muft  be  fome  plot  in  this,  Sir  Arthur ,  pray  be  par¬ 
ticular  in  the  Narration - is  (he  certainly  gone.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Arth.  Why,  Sir,  upon  my  honour,  and  She  Honour  of  our  Family^ 

I  proteft  Sir - file  is  certainly  gone.  Sir. 

Harr .  The  Devil  go  with  her,  Sir — oh  confufion  feize  her  *,  after  all 
my  hopes,  and  fears,  and  doubts,  am  1  thus  abus’d  ? 

Arb.  Oh  Heaven !  Was  it  pofiiblc  your  Lordfhip  fiiou’d  be  fo  de¬ 
ceiv’d  ?  Nay  by  a  perfon  that  fhou’d  ha’  been  proud  of  the  honour  fhe 
receiv’d  in  the  Amours  of  a  Man  of  Quality,  who  was  infenfible  of  any 
Beauty  but  the  Charms  of  Corinna ,  nothing  cou’d  penetrate  but  the  eyes 
of  Corima\  Nor  nothing  appear  attractive,  but  the  Perfon  and  Meen  of 
Corinna -  ,  ?  A  . 

Confi.  I  proteft,  Sir,  1  pity  you,  Heav’n  knows  how  conftant  you 
have  been — hovy  ador’d  Celia,  dreamt  of  Celia ,  figh’d  for  Celia !  Mour¬ 
ned  out  the  tedious  Night  in  meditations,  and  vifited  the  light  with 
thoughts  of  Celia !  and  now  to  have  fo  flrange  a  metamorphofis,  an 
ungrateful  Fickle  inftead  of  a  conftant  Celia^  by  Heaven  9tis  great  Tyran¬ 
ny  in  Fortune - - 

Man.  Well,  Madam,  well! 

Enter  Lady  Fickle.  • 

L  Fick.  Sir  Arthur ,  your  Servant}  permit  a  ftranger  fomewhatin- 
terefs’d  in  your  prefent  affair,  the  liberty  of  fpeaking  a  word  or  two. 

Sir  Arth .  Sir,  any  Man  that  wears  the  prefence  of  Gent,  has  liberty 
to  exprefs  himfelf  here — 

L  Fuk.  Then  briefly  and  boldly  thus — My  Lord  and  Gentlemen - . 

I  know  you  better  than  you  imagine,  you  are  all  pretenders  to  my  Lady 
Fickle ,  a  perfon  to  whom  my  private  inclinations  have  been  long  de¬ 
voted,  and  having  lafl  Night  the  honour  of  Killing  her  hand,  fhe  in 
tears  told  me,  (he  had  deferted  Sir  Arthur's  houfe,  only  to  be  rid  of 
your  troublefome  impertinences ;  fhe  alfo  did  me  the  favour  to  defire 
me  to  give  you  this  aflurance,  That  fhe  hated  you  all  three,  and  her 
former  proceedings  with  you  have  been  only  to  divert  her  felf  with 
your  Ceremonious  Addrefles. 

Bell.  Sure  ’tis  impoflible  a  Woman  fhould  be  fuch  a  Devil  ?  Dare 
you  prove  this? 

•  '  /  Man t 
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Matt.  Dam  him - this  is  the  impudent’ft  young  Heftot  I  ever  met 

with.  4 . 

Harr,  Hark  ye,  dare  you  fight.  Sir  ? 

L ,:Fkk:  Yes,  Sii>  with  you  if  you  dare.  Sir  /  Fight  !  Blood  of  ike 
Heroes  d’eequeftion  it — ^There’s  my  Glove — I’d  light  you  all  three, 
appoint  your  place  and  time. 

Man.  The  Soul  of  a  Giant  by  Heav’n,  a  very  Devil  in  dccimo  fexto . 

L.  Fiek^  U'corn  to  win  a  Lady  of  her  perfections,  with  the  lols  but  of 
a  drop  of  Blood,  a  River  full  i  fay,  my  Veins  drawn  dry,  and  on  the 
adtive  Gore  fierce  attorns  darting,  to  win  my  Love  throw  ftreams  of 
Death  and  horror,  i’ll  bath  my  Lips  in  G^re,  kifs  bleeding  Wounds, 
cleave  Helmets,  ftand  a  Breach,  and  dare  a  Cannon,  divide  a  Heart  in 
two,  ha!  ha/— — ’eisdone.  Soul  of  Belonay  i’ii  exhaufl:  a  Flood,  turn 
Earth  to  Chaos,  Oceans  into  Blood.  Confume  your  timercus  cringing 
Amorifts,  that  would  peflefs  their  Heav’n,  but  dare  not  bleed  fot’e. 

Blood  is  my  Province,  therefore  wich  you  all  ami  refolvM  to  fight - * 

A  fingle  Man’s  too  poor  for  Revenge  j  All,  ail,  l  fay,  and  all  at  once, 
?ti$  bafe  elfe. 

Bell.  This  is  the  daringft  young  Rogue  I  ever  faw,  1  mufl:  daffl  his 
hopes— — Hark’ee  young  huffing  Sir,  no  more  of  this  here,  follow  me, 
you  fflall  find  one  of  us  {affluent  to  cut  your  Throar. 

L.Fick^  Allomone,  by  Heaven,  1  will  no:  fight  elfe - * 

Dor .  Now  is  the  time,  and  this  myfteriousPlot  (hall  be  no  longer  hid 

- - Fie,  fie  my  Lord - 1  thought  your  Lordfflip  cherifn’d  too  much 

honour  ever  to  draw  a  Sword  againlt  a  Woman  ! 

Omn .  A  Woman!  .  ‘ 

Dor,  Look  on  her  well,  Sir  Arthur,  My  Lord  and  Gentlemen,  d’ee 
not  know  her?  Nay,  Madam,  blufflnot;  all  mult  out— You  muft  be  dii- 
cover’d.  This  is  the  very  Perfon  you  are  fpeaking  of,  my  Lady  Fickle  / 
your  Cleio  Sir  !  your  Celia !  and  your  Corinna ,  My  Lord ! 

Sir  Arth .  By  Pharaoh  ’tis  the  fame,  I  know  her  now.  Why  how  now 
Niece  ! 

L.  Ficki  Difcover’d !  and  iW  end  of  all  my  Plots '  what  Devil  told 
this  Fellow  my  defigns - Well  Uncle - ’tis  1. 

Bell .  What  in  your  Mafquerading  habit,  Madam  ?  if  I  may  prefume, 
what  Intrigue  to  night  are  you  defigning  for  ? 

L.  Fick.  ’Tis  frullrated,  my  Lord,  you  might  have  known  elfe. 

Man .  Ungrateful  Creature  !  was  I  fo  defcrtlefs  ?  was  my  heart’s  paf- 
llon  fo  far  wanting  merit,  to  deferve  this  return  ? 

Bell .  Was  1  not  worthy  of  your  favour  ? 

Harr .  And  was  my  heart  too  bafe  to  be  your  Slave  ? 

L.  Fick.  By  Heav’n,  no,  all  your  deferts  are  boundlefs,  and  1  am  far 
unworthy  your  addrefies ;  and  fence  1  am  difeover’d,  you  fflall  know  why'l 
have  us’d  you  thus.!  lov’d  and  was  betray’d, and  for  this  caufe  fwore  a  Re¬ 
venge  on  all  that  Ihould  love  me :  To  make  iz  plainer  to  ye,  l  am  mar- 
ry’d.  My  husband,  fir’d  with  jealoufie,  forfook  me,  to  fpend  his  time 

H  x  in 
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in  Travel  •,  fince  1  have  liv’d  a  Widow  in  opinion/  and  wheadled  many 
Suitors,  but  lov’d  none.  *  *  • 

Sir  Artb.  Why  then  your  Husband  lives ! 

L.  Fic\^  1  know  not,  Sir,  1  have  not  feen  him  fince. 

Dor.  Yes,  Sir,  he  lives,  and  lives  to  blefs  the  hour  he  took  up  this  dif- 

g uife - oh  my  Sweet- - Coufider  humane  frailty,  and  forgive  my 

Crime  of  too  much  Jealoufie.  QF 'nils  of  bis  Beard. 

L.  Fick My  dear  Friendlove !  Can  this  be  true  ?  Am  1  then  once  more 
bleft  with  thy  Csreffes  ? 

Sir  Artb.  'Hey,  Dorrel  metamorphos’d  to  Mr.  Friendlove !  by  Melchize- 
dech ,  this  is  ftrange ! 

BelF  Marry’d  !  Gad  1  have  (pent  my  time  very  finely  !  well,  if  ever  1 
truft  a  Widow  agen,  may  1  wear  Horns  like  Attecn^  and  feek  for  a  Patri¬ 
mony  in  Terra  incognita. 

Dor.  I  fwear  I;have  been  very  cruel  to  thy  virtue, but  my  whole  life  fball 
fue  to  make  amends  j  and  my  noble  Lord,  and  you  Gentlemen,  whate¬ 
ver  Prefents  on  this  Ladies  behalf  have  been  receiv’d,  fball  be  return’d 
with  ample  fatisfa&ion  *,  and  fince  efpoufingher  perfections,  I  am  bound 
to  have  a  particular  intereft  in  her  actions,  if  any  one  here  holds  himftlf 
wrong’d,  my  Perfon  (hall  give  him  the  acknowledgment  he  demands, 
and  my  Sword  the  fatisfaCtion  of  a  Gentleman — — — 

Bell.  Sir,  1  hope  you  think  1  dare  fight— - and  refufe  not  through 

fear^ - -but  fince  1  fee  (he  had  fome  reafon  for  what  (he  did,  my  par¬ 

ticular  refentments  are  not  worth  a  quarrel:  My  thoughts  are  now  bow¬ 
ing  down  to  this  (brine  of  Beauty.  [ To  Arb. 

Man.  And  mine  to  this.  Madam!  Can  you  forgive- - -[ToConfh 

Arb:  ’Twere  an  excellent  revenge  to  ufe  you  as  my  Lady  Fickle  did  * 

1  fwear  my  Lord  you  have  deferv’d  it. 

Bell:  We  have  all  failings,  Madam,  you  mult  pardon. 

Sir  A  rb.  1  like  this  well,  1  like  this  well:  win  her  and  wear  her: 
Mr.  Manly,  1  like  your  Perfon  and  Eftate  well.  By  King  Pharaoh  lam 
very  merry,  come,  we’if  have  a  Dance. 

Enter  Conftable  and  Watch  mth  Jollyman,  Tilbury, 

Zechiel,  Toby. 

How  now.  What’s  here?  Mr.  Jollyman ,  and  my  old  Friend  Tilbury  in 
durance* - —How  came  this  Friend  ?  hah  ! 

Conftab.  An’c  pleafe  your  Worlhip,  thefe  are  the  Gentlemen  that 
wounded  the  Man  laft  night,  and  they  got  from  us  once,  but  we  cateh’d 
’em  again  ;  and  we  took  this  other  firing  a  houfe. 

Str  Artb .  Well,  leave  ’em  with  me.  Pie  be  Bail  for  their  appear¬ 
ance  tomorrow - — 1  am  refolv’d  nothing  (hall  hinder  my  mirth  to 

day— Mr.  Tilbury  and  Mr.  Jollyman %  1  have  heard  of  all  your  frolicks 
laft  night,  both  yours  and  your  Sons.  Let  it  be  fo  no  more  :  For  the 

prefent  all  (ball  be  well - ~~ But  there  is  no  hopes  of  my  Daughter 

now — (he’s  bellow’d - — 

Jolt,  Since  (he’s  beftow’d,  God  give  her  Joy.  Pie  cherifli  my  felf 

with 


